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" She sprang- up, for a hand was laid on her shoulder." \

(See page 28) I
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PREFACE

The traveler in Paris, looking down from one of the

surrounding heights on the immense capital of the

brightest portion of the Latin race, with difficulty credits

that it all multiplied from that insignificant islet which

parts the Seine River, and on a scant space has the

cathedral and hospital shouldering their neighbors into

the stream.

But in the fourteenth century, Parisians were fenced in

there. 'The City" held the trade, thfc wealth and the

industrial activity.

In that Louvre (the Wolf-hunters' Lodge) lodged the

King and the Court, a citadel more than palace, its

bastion overawing the town with cannon, as yet only

throwing stone balls.

This Gothic stronghold and the cathedral marked State

and Church—as the Townhall denoted business, and,

over the water, that dome of the University of Paris

(founded 1200) learning. That is, the Sword, the Purse,

the Book and Books.

The aristocracy was haughty and warlike; the mer-

chants were bustling, thrifty and lively; the clergy

tenacious, determined, and still arrogant; the students

fixed on their privileges, turbulent, goaded by poverty

and the thirst of knowledge, fighting, with weapons
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ii PREFACE

other than pen and pencil, the courtiers, the priests, the

watch and even the soldiery. They felt intuitively that

they were the Rising Power, born with writing, and

attaining manhood with printing.

Between spire, turret and city-hall crest rose alone a

tall, round tower, with a pretty ' 'villa" and gardens on

the left river bank; it was the Tower of Nesle, at that

time private abode of the Queen. The characteristic

monument of mediaeval Paris, its lonely windows blazed

out in the night like demon eyes in granite sockets, a

ponderous nightmare on panting Paris' troubled sleep.

The mass was an accursed one, its rust stains resembling

blood, its impudent face dented with stones, but braving

storm and human indignation. Its gardens were shunned

as if the trees bore deadly fruit; and citizens pointed to

it with a trembling finger and said to strangers: "It was

there the beauteous but barbarous Queen Margaret of

Burgundy had Professor Jehan Buridan thrown into the

river!"

This Queen was the partner of King Louis X. (1289-

1316), son of Philip "the Fair," and himself called "the

Quarrelsome." His most memorable act was to free the

serfs under the Crown to procure money for a campaign

against the Flemings. In his absence, he appointed his

Queen to be Regent. She was very lovely and of the

most ingratiating viciousness.

As a Circe, "supping with Lucullus," Dumas pictures

her as a hybrid of atrocity and sensual lucres, making

one credit the myth of the serpent-woman, Lilith, ghoul

Digitized byGoogle



PREFACE iii

with a refined appetite, vampire with dove's plumage

and angel wings. Her superb passions devour her as the

tigresses conquer the trainer, whose whip they finally

mock.

So admirable as a beauty and so swift in her emotions,

there is no time to guage her conduct, scarce to follow

her steps, but she is dashed against the only hand, fore-

set, it is plain, to deal her the most excruciating penalty.

She had too much cunning to carry on her carousals

in the royal palace; she confined them to her own resi-

dence, the Nesle Mansion. This hall of nocturnal gayety

sent its ray of light over the river and the town to the

amaze and horror of beholders. It was averred that her

guests were flung off that roof into the river to extinguish

all trace of her revels.

Among the witnesses was stated to be Jehan Buridan.

Before being professor in the colleges, he was a war cap-

tain and a dashing cavalier.

He is still famous as inventor of the problem of "Buri-

dan's Ass," a mediaeval "The Lady or the Tiger?" which

amused our forefathers prodigiously. It supposes an ass

midway between hay and water, and similarly drawn

by thirst and hunger. Will he die of want of both or to

which will he be allured ?

But this king of the students haunted the taverns for

recreation and was enticed to sit at the Queen's table.

He met the same fate as the mysterious hostess of Nesle

awarded to all the others, but it did not culminate so

fatally.
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On his return the King was not quarrelsome without

reason this time, and the nightly orgies being made

known to him, he ordered his false spouse to be strangled

(13 1
5)—as a blood-spilling execution was not permissible

to royalty!

One touch of womanly tenderness links Margaret of

Burgundy to our kind. On the gulf edge, over which

she had ruthlessly precipitated her dupes, she perceives,

in a candid loving pair before her appalled eyes, a re-

miniscence of the hour when she, for ambition, repulsed

love's fondling hand—love, repulsed, never repeats its

error.

Our age of burdensome wealth, when the middle way

is also onerous, has exhausted pleasures most exquisite

and elaborate. Not one of us, then, but turns with avidity

to the thorough amusement always found in that Dumas

nepenthe circulating ever fresh and unstinted. The bliss

it profusely produces is hasheesh, leaving no aches, no

nausea and no bitter aftertaste. We drink deeply, and

go away inspirited and long proof against reality's tedium.

H. L. W.
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THE TOWER OF NESLE.

CHAPTER I.

ON THE HEELS OF FOLLY SHAME WILL TREAD.

Oh, the happy Region of Content that the Duchy of

Burgundy was, in the beginning of the Fourteenth Cen-

tury, under the rule of its lord, Duke Robert the Second,

"the Dearly-beloved!" No one could foresee that there

would be the Hundred Years' War between France and

England around the gates of the capital, Dijon, very soon.

Dijon was lively, all hours of the day. There was

always something astir, if only tilting, jousts, running at

the ring, bear or bull-baiting. The jollity was rough but

hearty, and so manifest was the spirit of kindliness that

the throng going to church and the crowd to the wine-

shops did not turn up the nose at each other.

The lines passed and even crossed without jostling;

beggars, under the lead of a Palmer, carrying a white

wand—that is, a Syriac willow peeled—and proud of his

cockleshell as a courtier of his star, sauntered to the back*

gate of the abbey for the daily crust, some capering to the

rattle which the lepers had to bear and shake, rasping the

ear like the Mussulman's wooden bell. At the door the

poor scholars scanned the huge iron-bound missal, at-

tached against removal by a massive chain, like a watch*

dog.

The idlers, mostly country-folk who had sold their
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12 On the Heels of Folly.

produce, stared at each other and adjourned into the wine-

shops, over which trailed the pendant mistletoe and the

trellis of vines. Guileless hosts who did not know of

modern inventions of the enemy, lime in the sherris-sack,

and whose honey-beer was not more than a quarter froth,

squeezed their stout sides to let the patrons rush past them

on the threshold.

The looker-on might have expressed the natural senti-

ments at so much comfort in the poet's words, only they

were not yet written

:

"Here lurks no treason; here no envy swells;

Here grow no daily grudges."

If the church were solemnly placid and the town hall

full of tranquillity, the castle had its share of the peace.

Its warders strolled on the ramparts or peered out of the

loopholes, so carelessly handling their bows and spears as

to suggest they were harmless, the points blunted and the

arrows locked up in the quiver. Some blossoming creep-

ers lent color to the ivy invading the crevices of the pon-

derous twin towers, and the ducal banner fluttered gayly

over all. The tall, fine sugar-loaf turrets, covered with

slate, reflected the blue of the sky and were flecked prettily

by the pigeons sliding down the steep like schoolboys.

The monsters carved in the granite and baked in the brick

wore that grotesque grin of the ogre satiated, and the

curious heads which ended the gutter pipes leered on the

passengers below with a cheering air as if applauding their

sense in prattling and humming tunes. It was plain that

this house was rather the building of King Robert the

Pious than the after-coming Charles the Bold.

In a room within one of the turrets, looking so like a

candle extinguisher on a mammoth scale, a young woman
fretted and alternated between brooding, in a high-backed

chair ameliorated in its stiff shape and hard wood by plen-
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tiful cushions. She paced the room meditatively, more in

sorrow than in joy. Yet, the princess of the house of

Burgundy, Marguerite, ought not, in her teens, to have

known sorrow by even her rare reading, and not at all in a

realm so genial. Suddenly, she went to the long window
and, throwing open the window frame hinged on an up-

right rod in the far-Eastern style, looked out over the

heads of the passers-by on the walk along the unruffled

moat.

She was regarding the distant verge of those stupen-

dous woods of oak and chestnut, the glory of Europe

before the woodman's ax began its unflagging war and

made verdant and refreshing shade scorching wastes.

This princess, with the mien of being in the toils, was
saddening as the figures on the tapestry, dames of pagan

beauty and Christian sanctity, particularly, as under her

abstracted eyes and within hearing were the blithe stroll-

ers. These rustics had faces brown with the smoke of

turf fires in the miserable huts, but, at least, they wore

the smile which hers had cast off, lately. Their cheeks,

reflected in the osier-lined rivulet, were ruddy with ex-

uberant health, while hers had the pale languor of fatigue

of life and disappointed hopes. The squires' wives who
rode on the pillion, or the magistrates' daughters carried

in litters, gesticulated gleefully and smiled on one another,

but Marguerite in her aerie had but a ghost of a smile

on the thinning lips as some outburst of hilarity arose to

her.

As the twilight neared, the stragglers came out of bow-

ers and shops, and wended their way homeward, animat-

ing the poplar-edged avenue of the highway with their

pointed white headgear, red cloaks and blue petticoats,

singing the songs they had learned of the mountebanks

who had pitched their tent and set up their stage—one

broad plank on trestles, beside the disused strong-house
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14 On the Heels of Folly.

for such vagabonds; but its keeper was the foremost in

their audience and, forsooth, the loudest in his guffaws.

So the evening fell with the last visitor singing or

laughing.

The mists arose out of the vineyards and orchards, and

the few olive and orange trees which were acclimated,

began to glisten with dew. Fog thinly sheeted the stag-

nant moat and curled around the strong buttresses like

muslin upon the gigantic blacks of a Turk's seraglio.

"So close to day-up!" murmured Marguerite, in a

monotonous tone, though her voice had been praised for

its melody. "This time, is he not again to come?"

She clung to the window like an image, chiseled to the

life and painted like a wooden saint in the chapel.

Still listening and more persistently staring over the

crenelated ramparts and past the darkening walls, she

could not discern any objects in the thickening mist,

making the massive masonry seem like Aladdin's palace

while borne in the genius' arms through the haze. But

her heart, sensitive by love's mystic powers, divined that

the point of all her view was at hand.

"At length!" she said, but not too much relieved, for

her forebodings were profound.

Still she did not move. She resembled those shadowy

and sinister forms in Callot or Signorelli; lily whiteness

of pining; on her cheeks the wan roses of baffled longing.

She looked up ; there was a scream of a hawk, probably

after a homing dove belated and bewildered in the damp
exhalations. This recalled her to her duty—that of the

sweetheart who was to establish the only communication

possible to the caged maiden of high degree in her epoch.

One of those presses, contrived in the solid wall and

covered with an unsuspicious panel, painted with a Moses

saved from the Nile, furnished a rude rope ladder, made
of fine linen, torn up and knotted in two long bands;
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On the Heels of Folly. 15

at each knot, a cord crossed so that a supple ladder was

well imitated. This, at its end weighted with two large

bullets, she rapidly lowered, but with care not to let the

plummets strike noisily against any projections on theif

way down.

The fog was falling as dew; probably the sentinels

would be cowering in well-worn coverts at the angles.

The night was clearing; a glimmer might be the moon
striving to dissipate the vapor.

Behind her a wood fire had gone out, leaving a pleasant

odor of beech and birch. The large bronze lamp had not

been lit. She did not wish a ray upon her present recep-

tion of an unauthorized visitor.

Up the rope ladder, which vibrated on being drawn
tight by an unseen weight beneath, climbed a youth who
soon nimbly arrived to show his head at the sill. Without

looking around or underneath him, risking all with the

recklessness of his age when lured by love, he paused

at the brink of his haven and peered at the new Hero, who
had not dared to hold out any other light than that now
blazing under her tear-filled lids.

Strange, he was a trifle the elder, but he, with his

rosy and gentle visage, his hair blond as flax in the sun,

and with a figure frail and pliant, seemed more earthly

and winning of the two. Instead of having a whole life

before her, such as a princess was born for, she appeared

the nearer to death. Her tallness was accentuated by her

slenderness and wasting since she had begun to doubt;

her white dress set off her blanched face; not even the

arrival of her lover had renewed the blush. Her pleasure

was chilled by apprehension founded on rigid facts of how
the false daughter of a noble house was treated under ap-

proval of family, church and nobles. Her hair, twined

with a blue ribbon, seemed three serpents—two yellow and

one azure, contending for a prey.
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16 On the Heels of Folly.

Out of her slit and. down-dropping sleeves, her arms
came out, tightly clothed in fine woolen and seeming un-

covered. Her eyes were dim with tears beginning to flow

without her consciousness. Odd, this mournful love

tryst!

"Why so perilously soon ?" she reproached, with strong ,

inconsistency. "It is not yet gloom, and if you had been

spied !"

A spark shot from his eyes. His cherub lip curled

with scorn.

"As page to the duke, do I not know every step in the

palace, and who would shoot at me or thrust the pike if

I announced I was the royal page, Lyonnet?"

"Yet you have been long coming!" she still inconsist-

ently blamed him. "You are pale—flustered! Ah, you

have met with some obstacle ?"

She helped him within, but he forestalled her in her

turning to draw up the rope.

"The archers—wall-eyed dolts! Oh, they have had

their suppers and are dozing. If our foes were but they

!

But our enemy is the mortal archer—apprehension!"

"What—what do you say ? Is it because you have been

so timid that you have not ventured hither for a whole

week?"

"Week? Not four days!"

"Well, your excuse, pretty lad ? for I shall require much
sound argument to grant any grace!" She tried to be

playful, but her voice and smile were hollow. "To be sure

you are my own, but still while taking good care of your-

self, this should not make you an exile."

"I feared that had come. The duke sent me over to

Montelet-funiculaire, with pretense to see to the lodgings

when he went thither for hunting—but he did not mean

to go. He has employed the time without my being by,

in investigating my movements during the last six happy
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On the Heels of Folly. 17

months—since I learned that you stooped to take up my
heart."

"Stooped !" said she, with a fire in her worn eyes. "Not

so low ! The Bournonvilles may not be dukes, but they

have had peers of the king in their line
!"

It was clear that Marguerite of Burgundy had con-

sulted aristocracy before indulging in the master passion

which commonly mocks at rank.

"The Bournonvilles will have the last of the race

hanged, spite of their descent," muttered Lyonnet,

scowling.

"He sent you away to inquire unimpeded ? My father,

then, suspects something at last?"

"Suspect is a weak word. My pretty comrades, the

pages, suspected, but my lord discovers."

She clung to him, as she would have fallen but for his

arm. He felt her blood run cold and her arm weighed like

so much ice.

"Discovered—what ! anything ruinous ?" she faltered.

"Anything would be ruinous. In such a thorny path

as my rash love led me into, as well trip on a straw as a

tree log! I believe that all has been discovered by those

who envy you among women and hate me as the luckiest

of men!"

"If all is discovered, then, my darling Lyonnet, you

should not have come here any more—you should have

failed me this night. You were at a few days' march

—

you should have turned your face from Dijon and de-

layed not until out of France itself."

"Faith !" ejaculated the youth, with a jocularity he felt

very false, "I should be like those people of mid-Africa

whose heads are reversed on their shoulders—when they

would retreat, they rush into the battle. However my
head be turned, Marguerite, my heart turns and is set

toward you! No, I did not think of retreat! not alone.
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i8 On the Heels of Folly.

I am like the miser who, seeing his house burn from a

safe distance, hurries into the flames to save his treasure."

"Fatal treasure, sir! You will be consumed hugging

its cinders!"

"Well, did we not vow to our Lady of the Heath, to

face all together? Farewell, candy and caudle—come the

gall and the wormwood, as the Gospels promise poor

man who loves carnally and deems it the ethereal ardor
!"

"If my father knows," she stammered, looking around

and then out anxiously, "you will be
"

"I said it—amen to the Bournonvilles' last scion!"

"They will kill you !" and she threw her arms around

his neck as if assassins were about to burst in at the

door.

"At least, put in the dungeon, tortured ; but I shall re-

pose on the rack, a testimonial to a love deliciously begun

and nobly ending! They shall not wring from me, the

'weak! weak!' of butchered piggy!"

"Slain, slain! My Lyonnet pierced and hacked!"

"At all events, be sure that I will not be hanged out

there up at the crane over the postern where the poachers

dance and dangle ! No, Marguerite, they will not strangle

your much-honored gallant in the open. Gossips would

come to stare and go to tattle the reason for the duke's

favorite page adorning the hooks where the wine casks

were fitter slung. Nay, for the secret of our love-making,

they will simply bury me alive in a 'forgotten' cell ! But

what am I to be sorrowed for? I am not paying too

dearly for the devotion of my fairest princess ! the flower

of Marguerites in all the world !" he said, excitedly. "It

is of you that I think. Your safety is the only stake on

the board, which savage and hateful hands would overset

to snatch away."

"Oh, I beseech you elude my father's wrath ! Ah, you

do not know of what he is capable when lifted out of that
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On the Heels of Folly. 19

calm dignity which makes him be blessed as a saint ! You
will be rent limb from limb while I—for all I am my
mother's child—will

"

"He will not deal out death to you! Never, one so

beauteous, young and faithful till this once!"

"Death! Would that were all in his power! He will

consign me to a nunnery—the cold, damp, cheerless nun-

nery—fore-emblem of the vault in the church. I am
doomed !" She hid her face in her hands.

Lyonnet drew a long breath. He struggled with some

weight on his mind, but finally, feeling the pressure of

time, resolved to remove it.

"He will do more to our woe than that," said he, re-

luctantly, as one who hesitates to impart a secret which

may glance from the aim desired and wound a mark
outside.

Without taking down her hands, she peeped through

the fingers, parting like a broadening mesh.

"He will consign you to a palace!"
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CHAPTER II.

A PRINCE AND A PAGE.

Marguerite dropped her hands altogether and looked

with rekindled eyes at Lyonnet, as she murmured linger-

ingly, as one savors a delicious morsel, "A palace?"

"It is a project sometime revolved at the councils

which one might hear if hid under the tablecloth! He
temporized up to this, but now he will cast aside the

fatherly selfishness—all these parents are selfish !" said the

young moralist. "He will sacrifice the comforter of his

old age; he will let you be espoused to the first of the

claimants for your hand! Alas!" he moaned, "the ru-

morers are at work, at whom too soon I scoffed!"

"Would you rack me now?" she sharply rebuked him.

"I wonder you have not heard from your flattering

maids or that accursed wise woman, your nurse, Babo-

line
"

"She is wise without knowing anything. She is de-

tested by my father ; she would not be the first to hear of

his councils
"

"That would not be the first door keyhole she caught

a cold in her ear for listening at!" returned the page,

bitterly. He looked over toward the door cautiously

and lowered his voice even a note more. "In a word,

you are selected to be the next queen of France."

"Queen !" Her exalted tone was in direct contrast to

his sullen one.

"Yes, queen to Louis the Tenth."

There was a pause. It might be thought she was
stunned by the prospect. On the reverse, she had seen

before, on the black sky without, arise one of those
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A Prince and a Page, 21

visions which a princess entertains—the entry as a bride

of the monarch into the capital. Paris was even then the

promised city of ducal and royal ladies
—"Gty of peace,

abode of justice, the port of consolations, a royal sojourn

for humankind." To be center of the magnificent pageant

!

the gem amid the jewels of the crown

!

She was warmed in an instant ; all her dread fled, and

was replaced by a sudden hope like that which the pris-

oner feels on the scaffold when seeing the ax flung down
and the executioner grasp with relief the pardon from

the highest source.

But as she colored and was thrilled so as to be trans-

figured, Lyonnet lost vigor, and said in a doleful tone

:

"That would be more heartrending than the fate inevi-

tably mine if I linger to meet it I"

"But why linger?
9
' and she almost pushed him to the

casement as though to precipitate him from it without

having recourse to the ladder.

"To wed," continued he, pursuing his thought, "where

the heart cries out to silence the minister! But, woe is

me, Marguerite—at that illusive doom, you waver ! Oh,

can I be mistaken in my esteem of your fidelity and con-

stancy as well as your love?"

"No, never ! But still, let me one instant think on this

lofty imagining! Marguerite of Burgundy, a queen, and

of France? Ah ! but how avoid this glorious, melancholy

future?" she said, with irony, which even a lover could not

foil to perceive.

He looked at her in the failing light

"Flee with me!" he murmured.

"Whither? Is there any place of refuge—any sanctu-

ary for the daughter who abandons her home and parent?

There are some for slayers, but for her who breaks her

father's heart—and for how long will such a place harbor

me?"

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



22 A Prince and a Page.

"I can find the place! For what time? Until Duke
Robert relents." But he spoke very gloomily.

She did not listen. She had drawn one of her long

braids around to her hands, and weaving with the cords,

which seemed animate and self-coiling, she said, dreamily

:

"Can it be true that the king of France seeks a bride

for his son in Burgundy?"

"He must needs seek the bride in some dull hole like

this!" responded the youth, sourly. "Everywhere else

in Christendom, it is no secret that apart from the heathen

and the African, none will offer their daughter to the

young prince bearing an ominous nickname."

"Is his nickname so evil ?" she demanded, curiously, as

one would peer the more earnestly at a reptile when told

it was venomous.

"The one word depicts him. They call him the hutin"

She shook her head, but he was used to the dark, and a

lover sees, though blinded, every gesture of his beloved.

"It is olden French for the tnutin. He is mutinous

—

willful, wayward, quarrelsome, in brief."

"At least, with such a king there will be liveliness/
1

said she, trying to speak lightly.

"Life? Strife! A choleric king will have all his peo-

ple by the ears!"

"And they will worship his queen who will be the

queller of the choleric lord, and appeaser for his people."

"If you wish to play that part, well worth the day!

But to our concerns, which ripen and spoil like the med-

lar by the least delay!"

"To them! If that prince is headstrong, what about

my sire? Nothing will make him alter any resolve con-

cerning me."

"Nothing, if your appeals could not melt him." He
spoke firmly; in that quarter he looked for little light.

"It is beyond shilly-shallying; we must flee."
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"My lord while headstrong, is not too strong-headed!"

she resumed, turning her head away from the faint light.

"His physician has predicted death sudden "

"Ah ! in what an odd tone you say that
!"

"Yes, a shock !"

"True; but a stroke of apoplexy is not the fire from

heaven which slays at the opportune moment——

"

"The moment prayed for?"

"Saints forbid! my master? No; we are not to be

helped out of the pinch by a stroke like nature's- "

She gripped his arm, and still, without showing her

features, badly convulsed but setting in a stern cast,

added: "But a dagger stroke
"

He shook off her grasp, and, recoiling, groaned in as

much grief as surprise : "Silence ! forbear ! I can imagine

that it was not you who spoke, but the Evil One!"

"To save me from the convent—from what you value

as worse, from my being wedded to the Frenchman

—

would you not handle this"—she tapped his dagger hilt

with her nail to make the ivory click
—

"for my release

from terrors which are dragging me down—for the sake

of our love?"

"I—I was not born under the sanguinary star of

Mars," replied he, sharply.

"Then your tale was false—I am not your guiding

star?"

"Yes, you are ever my guiding spirit, but, leading me
to such a mark, I should refuse, as I do now t"

"Craven, you will die kissing the whip which lashes

you!"

"Rather under his hand, than with mine stained by my
lord's blood!"

"Yet you did not shrink from robbing him of his

daughter's love—of staining his honor!" she reproached

him.
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"And I worshiped an angel I" he muttered.

"Of our flesh few are angels," retorted she, vexed that

her heinous proposition was so promptly repulsed. "And
only then, when wooed 1"

"No; never did I intend an act dishonorable," he said,

without taking up her unwomanly, unfilial defiance. "Love

levels—either it has drawn me to your height or lowered

you to mine. I am a gentleman still, if not a noble. So
it was agreed with my love and my honor, the Bournon-

ville's honor, that, at the first halt in our flight, by the

grace of the first minister who believes more in the

heavenly support than dread of the duke, that we should

be made a wedded pair!" Holding up the dagger, he

kissed its cross-bar hilt.

"Yes, yes ; we must flee, and right speedily !" she said,

with feverish haste, as if she had been insensate with des-

peration, and was no longer wicked, but weak from the

cloud ready to burst upon them both.

She made a sign. She thought she heard movements at

the room door. He bounded to it and found that she

had not swung the great iron bar firmly home ; slipping a

little, it had fallen down and faintly clanked the socket.

When he returned, she had stepped into the window recess

and was looking out.

She was shivering after her hot fever, impelling her to

suggest murder. Night over a mediaeval town and its

citadel was not exhilarating. To the desperate the whole

effect was dreary and gloomy.

Yet it was a fine night; too fine, since the moonbeams

abruptly flooding the scene and covering the low-lying

fog like of the misty sea, gave shadows too black. The

wall tops, the angles, the flying buttresses, the church

statues, the iron bell strikers on the town-hall front, the

quaintly carved and deep house fronts, the trees along the

water, the belfries and gabled roofs—all presented the
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unidentifiable shapes which caused the dogs, seeing noth-

ing alarming by sunlight, to bay and howl as if St. Hu-
bert's hounds were coursing over the battlements unseen

by them.

Dijon was silent as sleep, but glowering as mystery.

If a sparkle seemed to reflect the moon, it was perhaps

the stray candle or reading lamp of a medical doctor per-

mitted alone to make a farce of the curfew, which had

extinguished all fire at seven. If a sound thundered along

the deserted streets, it could only be an archer, having

been put out of the tavern, and blundering at the wrong
door, beating up an honest citizen, whose golden fleece or

gallipot the watchman mistook for the sign of the grapes

or the tosspot.

Below them they did not hear the least token that the

guards were making the rounds. In this happy reign,

watch was negligently kept or never would the page have

been allowed to enter here.

Suddenly he beat his brow with his fist.

"If this careless ward is a lure? if I am let walk into

the trap? Yes, we must flee, Marguerite! But first, I

must search the route we must traverse."

The ladder was again lowered but even more prudently

out of the window and its hooks made fast to the heavy

coffer under the window.

"Together!" said she.

"No, much as I wish that ! I have changed my mind.

Wait till I shall have explored the ground."

"No; you are risking too much. If you can get out

well and good, but I cannot follow where you may be

compelled to go. Love is Proteus! To elude them you

may have to be snake, cat, ape ! I can do nothing of this

kind."

"That is true!"

"Descend, reconnoiter; make your way out of castle and
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town surely, if deviously, and await me at the appointed

place."

"You cannot, on such a brilliant night, miss the stone

cross at the Bishop's Woods."

"But you say that with such a doubting' tone
!"

"Why should I doubt you?"

"Because, Lyonnet, while you are not afraid of the

duke, you are palsied when the shadow of a king's son

falls across our path!"

"I fear him not, since you consider that he is but a

Bournonville's rival. I will go and have the horses

ready. Such steeds as will transport us beyond Burgundy
into France Comte by another sunrise after this, which,

beshrew me ! I shudder to think is tingeing this silver with

a pink tinge in the east!"

"I see nothing, unless it is the cresset of the watch on

the turret."

"They should be making the midnight round soon ! I

am away!"

"I will call my nurse and pack up all my own valuables.

You are not rich, and we must pay our way in the strange

country."

"Your jewels are your own; but on the sale of the

horses I count on our substance till I find a new master.

They come off my paternal estate, and my true Marguerite

you shall soon feel how fleetly they can go!" he added,

with the enthusiasm of a knight's son to whom horse,

hawk and hound were the only companions to admire on

earth.

"My devoted Lyonnet! But you must have the fox's

slyness along with the young lion's audacity this night.

To the stone cross, where I shall greet you ! My nurse

knows all the way, and what is better, being a sage woman,
a saineresse, a health-giver and leech, the warders at the
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gate will allow her to go out, with her companion, to see a

patient without the walls."

"The ruse may serve."

"I will assume to be the peasant's child who came in

before nightfall to summon the only cure-all in whom the

poor sufferer has faith!" continued Marguerite, smiling

at the excellent fiction.

"You will come?"

"I will."

"But, certainly?"

"As certain as the sun will shine instead of that argen-

tine companion to-morrow "

"Well, it always has," muttered Lyonnet, but absently.

He had bestridden the casement sill. He enfolded her

in his arms at risk of drawing her out in his frenzied em-

brace.

"Only two women," he lingered to say, stopping at the

third round of the ladder, while she kneeled to place their

heads on the level and not to show too much of herself

above the line. "Though forbidden, there are stragglers

from the camp of wanderers outside the gate—thieves,

drunkards, recreants, who "

"Lend me your poniard," whispered she, abruptly, and

stretching down her hand.

"Yes ! As I swore upon its cross, so be it a token of our

reunion!" said he, passing up the dagger, which she

seized with avidity. He heard her ringed fingers snap on

the handle with her eagerness.

The ladder drew tight; the cords sank in on the sill

edge. She laid her hand on one, and while the rope

twisted a little, one might think that she would have re-

leased the hold ; then remembering the knife, she laid its

flat with grim pleasantry on the hemp.

"Silly one," breathed she, correcting her half-formed

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



28 A Prince and a Page.

intention. "That is not the way he will yet die on the

rope!"

She peeped down, but she could see nothing. In the

hollows, the mists were sheltered from the moonbeams.

But the ladder, released of the burden, was waved, and

the undulations came up and died at the fastenings; she

was familiar with this evidence that her lover had reached

the ground safely. She drew it up and flung it within the

embrasure as it were a dead snake. Then she leaned both

her elbows on the sill and contemplated, not the town

a-slumbering or the silenced fortress, but the sky where

a few and finely-spun clouds seemed muslin veils cast in

air to be severed by that silvery scimiter.

"The prince of France comes courting Burgundy?" she

murmured. "A palace for this dismal hold! a prince for

this pretty boy!"

She sprang up, for a hand was laid on her shoulder.
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CHAPTER III.

VILLAINS YOUR VARLETS? THEN, VICE IS YOUR KING!

Woman's emancipation is far from a modern idea. In

the dark ages, and more numerous in the middle ones,

women occupied prominent positions where arts and craft

were winning qualities.

Wise women stood by many a sufferer's pillow when
the established faculty hopelessly withdrew, shaking the

head; and in the lowest rank, on the streets, a familiar

sight was the leech—for he veritably peddled leeches—ac-

companied by his wife, who, also, was a healer and

bleeder. This was a higher stage than the mere herbalist,

degenerating into the witch of rural districts.

As Duke Robert had his doctor, so his daughter Mar-
guerite was attended by such a practitioner of her sex.

Dame Baboline was an elderly jade, whose exact age was
not easily and accurately pronounced, since she affected

one beyond her tally. On her deep-creased features a

faint good humor still struggled, but with years avarice

had grown and she had no longer a scruple which would

not bend badly under the weight of a gold phillipus. Her
hair was not thin and, as she said, to boast some infallible

hair renovator in her sack, it retained not only a dark hue

but the gloss usually concomitant with youth. Her.little

gray eyes were sunken, but avaricious and keen.

She was dressed in plain homespun, but might have

worn a better stuff, since in her long attachment to her

young mistress, she had been liberally rewarded for her

lore.

In her side-pouch was contained a stock of ready reme-

dies, and where religious persons carried rosary and
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relics, she had a clump dangle of steel points and cutters

of a surgical stamp, and a phial laced with metal to pro-

tect the crystal from fracture ; something dusky and slug-

gish wriggled, and it might as well be the leech of her

phlebotomy as her familiar imp.

Marguerite recognized her with relief, and forced a

smile. She waited for the matron to speak, hoping that

she would lessen her fears by her news.

Baboline glanced down at the rope, picked it all up

and replaced it in its hiding place with a smile, as if here

was no secret for her.

"It is well he has gone," she said, returning to where

Marguerite stood. "He was over-daring to come again

!

To-day there will be hue and cry after him and the blood-

hounds will be laid on his traces."

"Do you speak of Lyonnet ?" pretending half innocence

which deluded no one.

"Of the reckless page who tumbles into love ears over

head and will have the ducal livery whipped off him, and

his hide with it."

"For what? Love for master and mistress ought not

to be recompensed so ill."

"My dear lady, he stands in the way here !"

"So petty a thing—a boy with the down on his baby

cheek!"

"The dot over the eye is a little thing, but any scribe

will tell you that it may play the mischief with the text,

even holy, by being where it is not wanted. From the

moment Lord Robert signed the contract with France,

this dot was very much out of place."

"Signed the treaty? Hstve we been to war, then, that

my father signs treaties?"

"Miss Sans-Guile, you are merry but malapert. The
treaty is for marriage, not necessarily an internecine war!

You have known

—

peradventure before this old woman
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did—that you were the chosen mate for Prince Louis of

France! Ah, I am delighted and puffed up with pride

for my dear Burgundy! To think that France will have

a mother in a daughter of our own house !" She rubbed

her hands with satisfaction.

"You know too much always, good Dame Baboline!

so I make no net to throw over it. Certes, little Lyonnet

loves his mistress, but even if he accompanied her to

Paris, granting your saying be true with its preposterous

brightness, what harm is a wee page ?"

"Faith, your plighted one is known as 'the Quarrel-

some!' so he will be easily incensed by danglers! The
hutin will not relish being hooted as one to whom a page is

preferred
!"

"Baboline, you are railing when what I long for is

consolation."

"Ah, now I have your confidence! You are seeking

an outlet to this maze! Oh, in the old tales, Vulcan

forged a net in which to entangle Mamma Venus ! Now,
never was there a net so strong and fatal as the mesh two
lovers, subjects of Venus' son, weave for their own bale!"

She wagged her head dolefully.

"Do you call this consolation, dullard?" cried Mar-
guerite, tartly.

The hag paused and appeared to debate within herself.

Without lifting her head and keeping her eyes down,

she said, in almost a whisper

:

"Lyonnet will be silenced—you will be made to marry

!

To prevent this double offset to your love is to prevent

your father having his intention fulfilled."

"Impossible. He is lord paramount ; never has he been

thwarted—never
!"

"Do you love the boy more than your sire ?"

"We do not measure ale and plums by the same meter,

dame! There is love, and other loves."
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"WeII-a-day, you give me enigmas now ! You do not

wish to be the lady of France?"

"I do not wish to wear ermine spotted with a dear

little fellow's heart bloocj !" and she stamped her foot.

"I do not pretend to read the stars," said Baboline,

"but just as I predicted to you the high, high fate, I fore-

see that, if your father is not the death to Lyonnet, a

mightier hand will be so."

"A king's? The king of France's?"

"Perhaps."

"Even he would not prevail over my father, a privileged

duke-king on his own lands. He owes allegiance to no

one."

"Yes, there is only one power mightier than duke and

king
"

"Mightier than France or Burgundy? You want your

sleep, dame ; go to bed
!"

"Death is over all supreme."

Marguerite shuddered and recoiled.

"I wish you would not name that grisly specter in an

unlit room at this unhallowed hour."

Indeed, as if the owl's hoot had aroused the clock, a bell

struck once.

"Madge, if your father lives to reconsider the treaty

which he has sent forward to Paris, and if his honor will

not let him espouse a delinquent daughter to France, then,

you twain die—you and Page Bournonville ! It needs

no prophetic soul to state that."

"We die?—so young!"

"Oh, death does not consult with time as to the birth-

day of his victims ! It is no more improbable that you two
should lose your place in this world than the duke!"

"My father? The hale Duke Robert, spared in fray

and "

"The spared in fray, fallen in feast. The cup is more
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mortal than the sword !" She coughed huskily and turned

up her eyes significantly.

"The cup? Poison?"

"Oh, nay; old men have drunk the most obnoxious

beverage the wrong way and been carried from the ban-

quet to the charnel house."

"Accidents lag," observed the young princess, with

distress if not regret. "And the hounds on the page's

track will not be slow ! To save Lyonnet !" She wrung
her long hands. "The cup," she mused, after a silence,

during which Baboline did not take her eyes off her

twitching features. "No; the duke's servants are trusty

and wary; his physicians watchful; and besides," she

suddenly exclaimed, with firm belief and despair returned,

"he drinks from an unicorn cup, which flies to flinders in

case a drop of poison should be insinuated into the wine

!

No, it is a blind alley, that issue !" and again she wrung
her hands.

The female doctor had been studying the princess so

thoroughly, she remarked that she had thrust Bournon-

ville's poniard into her girdle and forgot it. She touched

it and shook the hilt a little.

"The dagger? A daughter slay her father with that

dagger!"

"It is a toy, but it would suffice!" replied the tempt-

ress, calmly. "A leech is not as large as a boa, but its nip

and its sipping will in time reduce a giant to a wreck."

She took out the dagger and felt the point with a steady

finger. "It is but a toy, but it will do all the work of

Jael's tent pin
!"

"Keep it ; do not tempt me ! But—is yours the agueish

hand that would slay that old warrior?"

"I have no cause. But the world has many hands. I

dare say I can find one to wield this—and I should not

have to go as far as the Bishop's Woods to find it!"
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It was evident that the duke's daughter was in this

woman's power. She knew all her missteps.

"Lyonnet ? You grievously err."

"You mean he has refused? Oh, he is but young! If

you will let me summon one older."

She went to the fireplace and, as if her action were

warranted, she searched amid the embers; by a chance

a spark lingered and was found in a half-burned brand.

She revived it by fanning with her skirt, and presently

by carrying a flame in a splinter to the lamp, had the room
irradiated. But she guarded the rays and let but one pass

out to the window, where it was stopped by a sheet

stretched across by the curtain rods. This sheet acted as

the smoke column on which magic-lantern beams are pro-

jected. To a gazer at a distance, this translucent medium
caught any intercepting shadow, but below, one could not

see the spread of light save as a vague luminosity.

"Whom do you signal, dame?" faltered Marguerite,

interested, glad to be relieved of her doubts and wanting

an aid, but fearful that she was juggling with infernal

means. "Friar Rush in the swamps ?"

"No; a man—one of those who wander under the wing

of their lord of the waste, the god, Miasma, of the fatal

breath, a pastoral."

Duke Robert's child shivered as never so deeply that

night of tremors.

"The pastorals" (pastoureaux), or shepherds, of this

time were lineal descendants of those revolted peasants

who, while the lords and knights were absent on the

crusades, devastated the country, feasted on the castle

stores, drove the ladies into the wilds whence they came,

and terrorized the land until Queen Blanche of Castille

restored order. But under Philip the Fair, outcasts, out-

laws and the vagrants united with the itinerant tinkers,

beggars and disbanded soldiers, to form those troops
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which made the highway unsafe save to a host, and set up

camps at the gates of towns, almost menacing by their

number to the garrisons overawed like the townsfolk.

The rustics, from fellow-feeling and policy, were their

friends and harborers.

BaboHne stood in such a way between the light and the

screen as to cast upon it the shadow of her hands and

arms, and by doing so nearer the lamp, this shadow was
magnified. There is no doubt that the phantasmagoric

effect would be perceptible to a good distance and resem-

ble those gigantic limbs waved by specters on the foggy

mountains.

Almost immediately, there was heard the cry of an owl

answering its mate, and the latter's call.

The female medicaster took down the screen and flung

it upon the rope, as if her end were attained. She lifted

the lamp and held it in two or three changes of position,

ostensibly signals of fire as the other had been with

shadow. Marguerite, moved with curiosity, looked over

her confidante's shoulder upon the ground beyond the

castle and the town.

Backed by the wood, a little column of brown smoke

arose lazily; from this a spark was detached, glittered a

while and, suddenly extinguished, sent up a spiral of blue

tint high and straight in the tranquil air.

"He is coming, the pastoral," said the wise woman,
calmly. "It is his aspiration to fare better than the wan-

derer, and have upon his back a gilded livery and not the

whip-furrowed sackcloth of the turned-out ribald. It is

time, too, that a man of his mettle should handle other

metal than the counterfeit coins in his wallet
!"

Marguerite turned from the window after a long and

far-aimed glance, as though over the camp of the trudgers

she might discern the haunt of her lover*

"So you think my father inflexible?"
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"In his pledge to give your hand to the French? If he

pledged, he has but one word."

"No. To punish me if he discovers that I and the page

—that Lyonnet and I—that, in sum, we are false to him

as
"

"You must be so to the little page, if you would not

only preserve your liberty and his life to him, saying

nothing of the prospect of becoming 'the daughter of

France' vanishing like that spark out of the beggar's fire

!

He will not let you be shown to the French court and be-

fore the king's judges a forsworn maid—never, never!"

"Will your minion never come?" said the duke's daugh-

ter, stamping her foot impatiently.

"He is coming," replied the other, placidly, as if she

saw through wall and iron doors. "But not by the.win-

dow, though he can sail as on the ebon wings of Master

Satan. I gave him the duplicate of the key to the inner

way and that under the moat."

"You placed that means of ingress in his power, the

Egyptians' follower?"

"But he is not an Egyptian. As I could promise you a

crown, regal not ducal, so I promised Orsus, which means

'bravery,' by the way, a cap fit to wear in a palace. He
will ply the dagger and the sword in your service, Lady
Madge, and so you might bestow on him a mark of your

favor."

"If he do my bidding," replied the young castellan,

firmly, but with some gloom, "he shall be entitled to such

a golden casque as the Germans give to their worthies."

"Hark!" said the old woman, holding up her hand at

attention.

There was no sound up to a hidden door, but on it was

made a tapping as of a woodpecker, but the strokes form-

ing a kind of regulated series which the summoner of

Orsus must have understood. While, in spite of her pre-?
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cocious nerve, Marguerite awaited this mysterious adher-

ent with trepidation, she only stepped one step back

toward the praying-desk, as if she feared nothing human,

and her hesitation proved that she did not have faith in

her still meriting heavenly guard.

Baboline opening the secret door, a man stole in as if

he forefelt that he was doing the bidding of one who fully

prepared a road for her friends and allies.

This was a type of the fellows who lived at the ex-

pense of the well-to-do, and, defying the watch and castle

guards, braved poverty and misery to be independent of

lord and clergy.
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A SHEPHERD—FOR WOLVES.

Orsus was that conspicuous object among the swart

and sunburned spawn of the extreme East and the South,

a redbeard, for all the gypsies and their like knew one an-

other by the black, glassy eye and the inky hair. He was

of soldierly build and high stature, but privations, revelry

and its prolonged rests, the indulgence in passions, such as

gaming, which burn up the brain, the disquiet of the per-

petual thief, these had kept him thin so that he was but

a tall specter. His bust was thick, but it was easy to

guess by the stiffness that he wore under his shaggy coat

a buff coat plated with steel. His woolen cap was thick

and the ample lapels were drawn down so carefully

and tightly to his side-face that even a man not very sus-

picious or invidious, would have leaped to the conclusion

that he had clipped ears for clipping coin—the like-for-

like rule in criminal law current—or had had the tonsure

torn from his scalp with red-hot pinchers. For he had

the sidelong glance of those monks forced into holy or-

ders, bu£ soon forfeiting their lamb's clothing by their

conduct.

In Orsus' broad belt was a short ax, a wide knife, and a

flat bottle covered with plaited leather, as well as a wallet

shiny with wear and grease, together with the sheen of

quicksilver, which more than bore out the intimation of

his introductress that he dabbled in forging money.

He had a short mustache, which bristled and shone like

brass; and a slight beard fringed his pointed chin. His
skin was tight on his sharp cheek bones. His eyes were
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burning coals, hungry like a wolf's, which nothing could

satiate. His teeth were small as a woman's, but of full

width and number, and showed like a streak of snow be-

tween two rose leaves when he smiled ; he smiled often to

ingratiate—the fawner's smile, forced, chilling and insin-

cere. Whether his byname of "Courage" was deserved

or not, he seemed to believe he was bound to parade as a

valiant squire, for he bent one hand on his hip, and play-

ing with his knife haft with the other, bowed low to the

lady and grinned submissively to her attendant.

He must have known who was the young lady of the

duchy, though she was but rarely under the public's ken,

but while he respected her it was plain that he admired

Baboline, whom he supposed mistress here.

The latter handed him the page's poniard and pressed

his hand around it.

"What am I to do?" he asked her, but his eyes were

upon the lady, who did not so much as move her lips.

"What you are paid to do !"

"It is well ; but I am not yet paid."

Marguerite shook her head, baffled; the princesses of

her youth were not allowed pocket money ; to what avail

when the father had a treasurer and they had but to call

for what they needed ? Only it was unprecedented for a

lady to order a treasurer to pay the assassin for her sire's

death!

Baboline looked at her and smiled, as if proud of her

sordid accomplice.

"You see the kind of rogue he is! He does not sue

for gold, but a promise for the golden future."

Young and inexperienced as was the duke's daughter,

she perceived that the knaves were in connivance and

understood each other as well as she now understood such

tricksters. She smiled to herself, and going to a secre-
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tary where were writing materials, wrote on a piece of

sheepskin, as follows, with a metal pen:

"It is by me commanded and ordered that, with three

days' notice, the treasurer of the realm should pay the

bearer, , one hundred gold crowns of the value

of six livres. Marguerite of Burgundy."

"What is your name?" demanded she, in a business-

like voice without a particle of emotion.

"Orsini—for I am of that illustrious house, but I go
under the name of 'Orsus/ in case I should be laid by
the heels and trussed up to the gallows by my neck !" he

answered as unfeelingly. "Since you cannot yet append

'Queen of France/ let me be 'Orsus/ for the nonce
!"

She wrote "Orsus" in the blank, and, a hair encumber-

ing the pen, she leisurely plucked it off in the midst of the

insertion.

"So you, too, think that I may seal this as the queen of

France?" said she, with her eyes brightening.

"I regard this memento on the royal silver storekeeper

(Argentier) as good as the six-livre pieces. Eh, gossip

Baboline? I shall prize it as a relic out of Segovia treas-

ury!" And he fastened it up within his coat with the

studs which were the buttons of the period. "I thank

your ladyship, while awaiting until you are lady of the

greater land, and I shall drink to the speedy cashing of

the warrant in a goblet of Andresy wine
!"

Baboline followed him to the secret door and stopped

him. He looked over his shoulder slyly.

"Do you see?" said he; "we must wait to divide!"

The castle clock bell struck the half after two. By
the freak of the telephonetics which causes kindred metal

to echo a sympathetic note, a bell in the bedroom, on
the dressing table, emitted a corresponding sound, and
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all three started. This sound was lugubrious as the pass-

ing bell for departing souls.

"Body of Bacchus I" muttered the bravo, the first to

recover coolness; "you see, the doom was pronounced

above before we repeated it !"

"With that dagger, mind !" said the nurse. "And stay

you here—do not go forth. My mistress will join me in

my own room, for which honor much grace ! You will re-

ceive your directions."

At this, as if it were a matter of daily occurrence to

find a lady's sitting-room converted into a waiting-room

for desperadoes ready to pounce out on the master of the

house, the bandit sat down in a sumptuously cushioned

chair, as unceremoniously drew another up to him by
making a grapnel of his well-worn shoe points, of fash-

ionable dimensions, and diving into his wallet, produced

a bunch of black bread which, with a flavor of sausage

thrust into the soft part, was munched as rapturously as

if he had not a hundred gold crowns to receive when Mar-
guerite of Burgundy should be Marguerite of France.

Reassured by this ease as to her servant's recommen-

dation of the ruffian, if after his mere appearance she had
cherished doubts, the lady left the room, followed by her

woman. The latter darted a satisfied look at the Italian,

whose posture verified his assumption to be of the Orsinis,

so far as those deadly foes of the Colonnas were robbers

and man-slayers.

After his modest regale, and a nap like a tiger's, wait-

ing with eyes closed but senses on the alert, Orsus paced

the room with the feline tread of a poacher who must
not be heard by the foresters though the ground be

strewed with dry autumn leaves. He saw the dawn with-

out thrusting his lean face out of the window, where as-

suredly it would have astonished the most somnolent

sentry.
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Spite of his philosophy, he was tantalized by the appe-

tizing odors of the feast that was being carried across the

courtyard.

By the bustle below, the retainers being clad in their

holiday suits, and the briskness among the castle officials,

it was evident that a guest of importance was due.

"That galloper in the night," reasoned he, yawning;

"he foundered his barb to herald some one of consequence,

who will get such a carouse as I shall indulge in when I

cash my order on the royal treasury. In the meanwhile,

my lodging with the sons of the tent enables me to see as

far into a millstone as the Duke of Egypt himself, and

I prophesy that Dame Baboline and I will yet keep a wine-

house under the lee of his majesty's palace of the Louvre

of Paris ! But why comes she not ? Surely I ought to be

ensconced in the curtains of the man whom I am to re-

duce to the ranks of the pleaders at Purgatory's gates.

That is orthodox—a man can never be so taken unawares

as in his own bedroom !"

There was a trumpeting and cheering at the gates. He
heard in the courtyard a hubbub at which he could only

make a surmise. But to solve the enigma, Dame Baboline

came with a tremor.

"There is no postponing?" said he, eagerly.

"Peace! You glare like the wild beasts in the king's

lion house when the bones are being brought around to

the cages ! All goes well. My lady, though such a girl,

has not needed to be held to the point. She is determined

and there was no retreat. The duke has not sent word

of the time for her to dress, which would take hours, since

no less than the most high and powerful Count of Nevers,

namely, Gerard de Chatillon, comes as envoy of King

Philip, with the acceptance, with joy—with joy, do you

hear ? of the hand of his son, Louis."
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"Oh, that was the herald whom I heard arrive! The
Count of Nevers ?"

"The French lords with him assert that he will be made
a duke when he returns with the bride.

,,

"But Duke Robert does not signify that his daughter

should be presented. This looks bad for the duchy of

Messire Nevers
!"

"And our hundred gold crowns! But I count on my
share. You are to follow me, Orsus."

"To think that folk reckon gold more precious than

steel, and more mighty ! Now," continued he, contemptu-

ously fingering the page's dagger which, to his yataghan,

was a speck among the sparks, "for this matter, my dag

—

though, to tell truth, it is a borrowed blade, is to equal our

hundred crowns !"

"You are to use that!" said she, imperatively. "It is

worth the trouble since the deed is laid to the weapon !"

"Yes; we swordsmen are not like the bees—when we

stab, we may lose our sting, but we have another to renew

our arsenal." He trod in the footprints of the evil spirit

of the Lady Marguerite, as lightly and blithely as if she

were conducting him to the festival in reception of the

envoy in espousals of King Philip the Fair's elder son.

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



CHAPTER V.

love's avenger.

Lyonnet had sunk to sleep while standing in the wood,

between the heads of his two horses. He had not dared

to trust a groom with helping him in this runaway, which

was very like the abduction of the duke's daughter, and

would implicate any concerned in treason, receiving the

keenest penalty from a lord whose duchy was sovereign.

Duke Robert had indisputable powers of life and death in

Burgundy.

The horses, more accustomed to sleep afoot than the

youth, had been aroused by the clamorous passing, on the

highroad, of a troop of ramblers, never so much at home
as in the early hours and afar from habitations.

They were the confederates of Orsus—Bohemians, ac-

robats, quack doctors, burlesque actors, reciters of the

doggerel which intermixed sacred lines with vulgar snip-

snap repartee, in finer language. They were too poor to

have a change of clothes, for they were rapidly trotting,

in the dust slightly allayed by the dew, in the pointed

caps, mock armor of tin and gilded pasteboard, tawdry

stuffs, cast-off boots of the riding gentry, and brandish-

ing the swords, staves, scepters of the popular dramas of

saints and dragon slayers.

Lyonnet stared at them through the foliage drooping

and dropping tears, as on pictures out of an illuminated

prayer-book ; they were grotesque as a dream. But their

cries to the laggards reassured him as to their human
nature, though of a corner out of his world.

"Haste, for the sake of the nimble cartwheel of silver

—the great five-livre piece ! Are we to be belated by your
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stopping to practice your conjuring by the wayside, and

lose the first best site for our tent and booth before the

Duke of Burgundy and the newcomer, the French count?

Do you not know, slug and slow-worm that ye be, that the

court of Dijon is to give the citizens three days' revels,

and eke free drinks around in honor of the espousal of the

beautiful and good Marguerite, princess of this duchy,

to the son and heir of the great and fair Philip of France?"

The listener let fall the reins, but, luckily, they fell on his

arm bent by being uplifted in an appeal to Heaven. He
remembered all. He came out of one dream only to find

another dissipated.

Marguerite to be married, and so high that the mean-

est idiot would laugh at his presuming he could be the

rival to her suitor

!

"Marguerite, queen of France!" It was as if he had

fallen in love with the morning star and suddenly saw it

whisked away and planted in another and more remote

site in the firmament! At this moment he would not

have resisted if the horses, startled by this pageant of

the strolling players, had trodden him under their agitated

fore feet.

The vigor in the steeds reminded him of his own
drawing from the curb. He thought of vengeance. It

would become him, wronged as a lover, for she was by

participation his equal, to go to the meeting of the father

who gave away his child to the quarrelsome prince, and

the envoy, and beard them all—father, noble, false crea-

ture! He would, in denouncing her, deliver himself to

the hangman, for, this time, his nobility would not .save

him ignominy; but never would the proud monarch of

France consent to welcome a bride with such a smirch as

bemeaning herself to coquet with her father's page—a boy

who held her stirrup, who picked up out of the dust the

riding whip she dropped.
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Then mechanically tying up the horses to the bough,

he sat at the base of a giant oak which had—who denies?

—witnessed innumerable jilted swains weep on its fallen

leaves and fruit, and sobbed, with his rosy cheeks buried

in his convulsed hands. He was but a boy.

He heard with full consciousness, but flinching as if

the sounds pained his ears, the faint notes of a trumpet,

a chime of joyous bells, and in the hush following, tried

to imagine the ceremony without any foundation but read-

ing by the chaplain, who had tried to teach him similar

ceremonies; royal plights, in the emblazoned chronicles.

He had preferred to hear about the crusades and the tour-

neys. The tourneys, which so permeated the knights with

their clashing spirit, that they could not journey from

one town to another without encounters on the road.

Lyonnet's hands clinched and his tears turned to scald-

ing drops.

A little longer service and he might be entitled to swing

a sword. Now he had the right only to carry the dagger,

which he had loftily refused to employ in the defense of

his life and to mask his beloved's fame in her father's

blood.

If he had the dagger back, or if he had a sword, whom
could he employ it against? The successful bridegroom,

the future king of France? No terror was so severe and

killing as the ridicule attending such a defiance. To love

above your station was poignant, but to hate so high that

your vengeance could not arrive at the butt, was anguish.

To have wronged his good master was treachery—to

menace a king was treason.

The bells rang out once more. He was going to close

his ears against them and run like a deer, maddened with

a rankling arrowhead in its side, at random, through the

woods, oblivious that he had a horse, when a strange
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change in the strain struck him and sobered his incipient

rage.

The bells told not now of glee, but of grief.

He divided the low-lying boughs and peered forth at the

town. It seemed to him that, though the sun were un-

clouded, a cloud hung over it like a pall. That was fancy.

But that black cloud which abruptly was hung out on the

carved escutcheon of Burgundy on the great archway was

real, patent, solid and fixed.

"The 'hatchment' for the dead!" muttered he, turning

pale and quivering as though at that distance, by magic,

he had directed death to fall on that home of his till love

drove him out. "Who is dead ? Who is dead ?"

Casting to the winds his self-preservation, the envelop-

ing Marguerite's shallow affection and her later perfidy

—

unless she had offered to the quester her dead body—he

staggered out from his ambush and reached the highway's

natural hedge of undergrowth.

But he heard a tumultuous approach of horse and foot.

It appeared to him that all had been discovered—that

Marguerite, dying true to him as he thought, had avowed

the name of her guilty partner! They are coming, the

men-at-arms, the servitors, and the indignant townsfolk,

who loved their lord, and above all the famous name of

Burgundy. He was the dwarf who had daubed the giant's

statue with disgrace; he had sullied the idol; he had

brought a shameful end upon the fair white flower of

Burgundy

!

His intention faded ; his heart failed him, and he shrank

into the brush.

At the same time, in the dust which the early sun had

dried, there came as if borne upon the tempest, a throng

massed pellmell, with little possibility of distinguishing an

individual. Nevertheless, so vivid had been the features

of the mountebanks passing so lately, he believed he saw
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again these quacks, fortune tellers, "mystery actors," and

the clowns. Some still walked on stilts, some rode the

learned donkeys and the mules which had thrown off their

burdens of theatrical appurtenances ; dogs and goats were

swept up in this flight as if by a whirlwind. They fled as

from the pest.

They had tramped townward so jovially, free-hearted

and hopefully, seeing a harvest in the rejoicings over the

engagement, only to him one of bitter mockery, that this

return, literally in the dust, with tears of disappointment

mixed with the ruddle on their wan cheeks, the smile

become a grin of vexation, the liquorish mouth baffled

with a slap instead of sluiced with good liquor, the limbs

suppled for the jig, lame with this chase by who knew
what fright ?—all paralyzed him, and he could not hold a

hand to stay them or lift up his voice to challenge.

While he was staring after them, still outracing one the

next, there came in the same well-beaten track the halt

and the weak.

Lyonnet could not restrain his impatience to know even

the worst.

Reaching out his hand as one of the fugitives tottered

along the wayside, ready to fall at a touch, he secured

him; and while his legs shook under him, he cried

hoarsely, for the dust and emotion choked him

:

"By the preserved heart of St. Aulnay ! what the plague

and all is singeing your back hair? What has routed you

out of the town which you capered into, to the music of

your songs and your thumping tambourines ?"

The frightened runaway, no doubt, saw in this youth,

his clothes in the disorder of one who had not slept that

night, his face pale and tear-striped, and his voice so

troubled, a dilatory companion of the players' platform

and the beggars' bowl. He gasped

:

"Ah! in the country one knows nothing, while in the
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town One sees in one short hour a princess espoused to a

king's son, no less, and a duke stabbed to death in his

closet by his own trusted cupbearer
!"

"The duke stabbed—not my lord, not Duke Robert ?"

The vagrant recognized by the accent that he was con-

versing with a cultured youth. He extricated his sleeve

from the grip, not without adding a rent the more to the

tatters, and sullenly said, but with the gratification of the

scum at imparting news of disaster to a great man

:

"I do not know whether the duke's name is Robert or

Hobart, but it is a cold corpus by this time and no better

—*iay, not half as good as the poor devil who plays the

impenitent thief in the 'Pardon of Malchus for Cutting off

St. Peter's Ear.'

"

"Then, the town is in mourning?"

"Then, the palace and church are; but the deuce of a

sob or wail in the town ! The town is in high trim at the

wedding by and by of their darling, the princess, to the

king of France. It's a huge humor to Dijon and Bur-

gundy ! Bah ! you are but a country lad for all your being

groom to two splendid horses, which I wish I had, at the

end of their halter, at the Besancon horse fair. Wait a lit-

tle and do not enter Dijon till the old lord is entombed,

and take my word for it you will see the jollity of the

day when Noah broached the first red wine cask! It is

not every day that a little princess of Burgundy matches

with a sprig of the Capet tree!"

"I shall not wait till then," returned Lyonnet, retain-

ing the garrulous vagabond by again catching his sleeve.

"But, a bargain! I judge by your opinion of horseflesh

that you are as much a horse-coper as a play-actor? So,

if you will take my hcrses, for they are mine as the last

tokens of my patrimony, for the exchange of our dress,

why, have with you!"
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And the young page, with resolution and bravery, like

a man, came out of his arbor and held out his hand for

the traditional binding of a bargain with a meeting of the

palms.

The outlaw looked at him with his hand outstretched,

likewise, but not seizing the other.

"That's a rich offer, for your clothes, though frayed

by the thorn, are a prince's wedding suit to mine ! I am a

frank fellow, and I will not deny that they are taken off

the man hanged in chains, just as he was tried, by the

roadside for the burning of the lord of Neuvy Manor;
but those are horses which the Soudan of Saracenia might

bestride. Strike hands!" He squeezed the other's hand

vigorously.

"And if you find silver in my pockets in the transfer

to your own, don't try to sift the queer coin from the

other sort, for it would puzzle St. Mercury to tell one

from the other—the tradesmen have failed. But, then,

the king's minters are such cheats ! Only a word," added

he, hastily stripping off his outer garments and keeping

his eye with perfect watchfulness up and down the road,

"hear's the tag to my tale. It is not given to every one

to stab a duke ; but when one does the chance, it is well to

be prepared rightly since this hand was a bungler at his

job ; he stabbed with his own dagger !"

"His own dagger !" echoed the page, suddenly clapping

his hand to his side and missing the article which was

used at meals and attached as a finger to a man.

"Oh, dukes are all one to me ! Stab with a borrowed

dag., youth of generosity, if you hope to reach my age

even in the profession, and if your name has to it the

letters L. and B., why, change to the other end of the

alphabet. Oh, I began as a bit of a scholar at Louvain

University, and I can avouch that 'the letter kills' !" The
rogue, laughing, for he had arrayed himself in the other's
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clothes and kept his eye on the horses delightedly, re-

peated the apt line in Latin.

Lyonnet made no comment. He stood in his attire,

novel without being fresh, and waited, as it were, for the

fellow to ride away, with the other horse in leash, after

his comrades whom he may have expected to overtake, or,

being a jester, to frighten into new bursts of speed by his

coming after, like a mounted constable.

Then, turning his face toward the town, glorious in the

sunshine of full moon, he lifted his hand to heaven, and

said in a muffled voice, that of a man fairly grown

:

"I am going to live to punish her ! Love must not be

profaned with impunity 1"
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CHAPTER VI.

THE POOR SCHOLAR OF CLUNY.

In the times of which we write, the palace for "the

Latin land," that is, the collegiate realm within Paris, was

Cluny Abbey. The ecclesiastical title survived its per-

verted usage, unless science is religion.

The college stood at the top of Sorbonne Street, with

its wings, annexes and extensions, schools and teachers'

residences. Its immense spread of structures, emanating

from one roof like the Indian fig tree, had been nourished

by such bounties, as Abbot Jacques Amboise's, who, in

one year, from his tithe of the English war spoil and ran-

soms, garnered fifty thousand gold angels.

Still, these tall and wide piles of oak and stone did not

suffice for the learned doctors, peripatetic sages and lec-

turers, who flocked to the general chapters from all civi-

lized capitals.

Always swarming with humanity, drones and workers

and robbers, St. Michael's bridge was pandemonium this

day.

It was the annual award day—the day on which prizes

were distributed to the eminent pupils of the various in-

stitutions under the one head.

Overhead, the confused din of the church bells from

Notre Dame's to the Sorbonne's Turk's Head of bronze,

on which smote a knight, a facquemart, of sheet iron, and

swinging a massy mace at each hour, but now striking as

if all governing springs were detached. Aloft in their

region, servants chatted from garret to garret ; the houses,

built story after story projecting, nearly touching at the
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attic lodge. At the upper windows, housewives exchanged

remarks on the populace beneath, while finishing the

draping by hanging out their carpets and tapestry.

Their lords and their apprentices stood in the doorways

of dwellings and shops.

Flags, emblems on poles, banners, streamers, rallying

signs of guilds and crafts, sheets of canvas bearing desig-

nations of the "schools" or "nations," into which the

disciples of learning were classed, flaunted each other from
thoroughfare to window. The legends were oftenest in

Latin, for this was the universal jargon for the students

and the tradesmen who lived upon them.

On the street, from which wheeled traffic was pushed

by the main force of the foot passengers, archers and the

civic watch, as well as the special guards of Cluny Abbey,

held their partisans on high to promise neutrality, and

let the beggar with his cudgel elbow the shining corslet

and pass without uncapping to his glittering helm. A
horse, or two, in glittering housings, was compelled to

trudge slowly and the rider, splendid in his court suit and

plumed cap, dared not ply the gilt spur or kick aside the

jostlers on this day when the students had rule over their

district.

Gallantry allowed the litters containing ladies from the

Louvre or the civic halls, guests for the Exhibition of

Knowledge, to move with the mass and admired or

quizzed, as the occupants invited praise or carping. Foot-

men in feathers and surcoats even more brilliant than

their masters' drearily tried to make way with flourishes

of their long wands ; barefoot friars forgot to do reverence

to prelates in purple, scarlet and spotless linen, who were

forced to emulate the apostles' humility—not even the ass

could have penetrated this density by its patience.

Miters, croziers and censors were intermingled, like

the arms of a devil-fish, with spears, flagpoles and archers
9
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bills. Here and there a cripple's crutch or the pilgrim's

staff was held up to beckon to comrades.

The heat and the dust would have driven the sufferers

into the wine shops, but the tide carried them on; a few

lucky or desperate topers wriggled out of the compact

procession and were stranded at the nooks and angles of

advanced buttresses, where good Samaritans had anchored

a cask of dubious homemade wines and dispensed it from

one well-worn horn.

Among the tanned and ruddy complexions of the gar-

deners and farmers come to see their sons in the contest

of scholars, the poor students' faces appeared in con-

trast. Pallid and wasted, seeking to keep body and soul

together on the pittance of charity, they strove to forget

on their own notable gala day, the miseries of all the year

;

they exchanged jests in Latin with their fellows, and

whooped like cannibals around the stake. Some of them,

in their wiry arms, lifted up a brother dressed in old

robes and parodying a professor not in good odor ; they

danced him to wild paeans, till tired, or a fresh practical

joke offered, when the ephemeral idol slipped down to the

level and was energetic in bantering the next victim.

As the multitude pressed on, former award days were

recalled; old men told of events not pertinent, and the

ballad mongers bawled verses of songs hastily scrawled

overnight by some caustic student who wished to make a

penny and at the same time retaliate on the pedant who
had sent him into the cloister on the eve of the licensed

diversions.

At points, a haggard rover held up a bony hand and in

a voice of woe and hollowness which emphasized the

ghastly sign of attention, croaked, in a maniacal mono-

tone:

"Corn is too dear for poor folk!"

The Parisians laughed, but the country cousins sympa-
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thetically groaned. And then all was drowned by a tre-

mendous outburst:

"Long life to Guny and its scholars
!"

In St. Jacques Street, a long, double row of scholastic

venders' booths and stalls formed a caravansary of extent.

The sea of human beings undulated and rose like the tide

compressed between dikes.

Scholars pointed to the stalls and yelled out with dry

humor, identifying their goods pawned or sold for a revel,

and made the dealers shudder at the threat of retaking

them, dagger, coat or hat, on this day when all was per-

mitted: "Age libertate decembris!" their saturnalia.

Most of the lodgings for these penniless seekers of wis-

dom were located here, and heads in the sashless windows
nodded and helloed recognition and bandied stinging re-

flections, such as a man in shelter has for his fellows

crushed in a crowd.

The heat had grown stifling and singeing. The blueish

haze of a scorching calm day enwrapped the church and

college roofs, turrets and spires. Zephyrs due to the

heated rays, gyrated the bizarre vanes, and natural freaks,

hammered out of iron, for the weathercocks. The strips

of colored stuffs by way of gonfalons, waved downward
like serpents or the tails of mythological nondescripts.

Inn and store signs creaked as boys climbed upon their

rods, like Arion on his dolphin.

Enjoying the terror they inspired in the sight-seers from

outlandish regions, as much as their one-day freedom, the

scholars, as guides, shouted the names of the buildings

they passed, greeted the houses of the favorite professors,

and hooted the others, pelted the doors of tyrants, and de-

faced the statues of worthies whose fame had not re-

mained unsullied as time revealed their real value.

Knowing something of this popular rectification of re-

nown, the teachers rarely paraded themselves among their
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flock, but crept into the hall of reunion by the secret pas-

sages contrived by the architects, suspecting that even a

Stephen may need a shielded way from the street paving-

stones. They wished to appear unruffled by friction with

the mob, and, sedately seated in the arcana, bewigged, en-

robed and with magisterial demeanor.

One or two exceptions, greedy for clapping, or simply

belated, braved the rough escort, ire or delight of their

pupils.

Though young for his cap and toga of state, such a

one was acclaimed as perhaps his superiors would not

have been, by the freed helots of study, in this field where

no favor ruled and no indoor authority served.

"Buridan! Evoke! Buridan! Noel (a merry Christ-

mas!) to our most worshipful Master Buridan I" rang

out an almost unanimous chorus as the stern, hard-set,

reserved figure disappeared in the hedge which opened

with a kind of awe for his entering the hall by a side

door, as though the main issue, both doors open since

royalty was expected, was denied to his degree.

"My young friend, you A-B-C-darian," said a rustic

squire, to one of the noisiest screamers of this name
strange to him, "pray, tell a stranger, from Sens, who
may be this harsh image of St. Larry being grilled, but

more loudly and heartily cheered than I heard ye bawl

over the English King Edward, when, with his lady, the

Isabel of Bavaria, he crossed over there on a bridge of

boats where the Master Church stands?"

"It is Buridan, sir, man of Sens !" responded the strip-

ling, with half-mocking courtesy. "Dom Jehan Buridan,

professor of philosophy, Proctor of the Picardy Nation,

a muniment-store of sagacity, and an argumentalist who
reduced to imperceptible molecules the famous syllogism

of the Genoese logician Marcus Praeposterarius
!"

The listener nodded, although in his heart this elucida-
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tion was not clear. But the roar which had greeted Bur-

idan was a whisper to that suddenly bursting from all

throats, youth and men, scholars, citizens, soldiers,

wretches, even the illiterate who esteemed colleges as grif-

fins' caves where the bones lay thick of broken-hearted

scholars

:

"Cluny! The College of Cluny !"

Hands, fists, clubs, spears, canes, all were directed to

point out the goal of this joyous pilgrimage.

The long, slim, gray spire of Cluny Abbey surmounted

the Sorbonne Square, as if guarding the sacred build-

ings from the encroachment of Learning's enemies, Mam-
mon, Luxury, Covetousness, embodied in those pawn-

shops, stalls for drink and cakes, cookshops, taverns,

stands of frippery and bed furniture passing through the

vendors' hands from one student surcharged with intelli-

gence and making room, literally, his room, for the novice.

From Gres Street the original house of the monks could

be defined from the adjuncts by the lighter tint of the

fresh-hewn, cream-colored stone. The carvings remained

cold, rigid, severe, but all this disappeared and was made
amusing by the effect of the new decorations ; flowers and

plants, boughs and branches, evergreens and wild things,

were mixed with the shields, emblems and standards of

the abbey and collegiate chiefs, brought out and furbished

for this holiday. The effigies of crusading warriors,

pious founders and patient teachers, all Children of the

Lamb, became radiant, lively and human, thus crowned

with verdant bay, laurel and field lilies ; the monster heads

grinned less hideously when peeping out of wreaths of

vines and over shields bright with revived painting.

After greeting their nest, the wild fledglings, the young

scholars who were to look on and hear their seniors win

the meeds, surged into the hall. Their faces and garb
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revealed their rights. The others who had passed, had to

be reviewed before admittance.

The enterers gave a hurrah : the interior had also been

transformed.

At the east end was reared a capacious platform for the

deans and principals, the civic and clerical guests and the

royal one, for the king had been invited and it was not

doubted he would honor the feast by sending a worthy

representative. The bare and stony surface was gay and

bonny with scarlet and white cloth, and the banners,

shields and coats of arms of the present heads of the

schools and of those patrons whose descendants graced

the hall.

Images of the donors, benevolent friends, purse-givers,

and kings and potentates who had granted privileges, were

made with the rapid skill of the Parisian sculptors, in

molds painted like Greek statues, crowned, armed and

posed realistically. The sight-seers were simple, then, and

adored these gross full-lengths like the figureheads of

ships.

As the interior, from the smallness of the casements,

was always dim, and as nightfall would probably arrive

before termination of the proceedings, already tapers co-

lossal as in cathedrals and lamps from all the chapels had

been affixed to the walls in new and shining sconces, and

this illumination was appreciated by the youth as candles

on a Christmas tree.

There was a clapping of hands at this glow ; as if this

noise were a signal, musicians whose presence had not

been suspected in the gallery, anciently for the choir, be-

gan a singular concert so far as the instruments included,

with the tabors, cymbals and violins, the bagpipes of the

Guild of St. Julian, pipes played with air out of bellows

worked by the foot and not under the arm, which strength-

ened the volume so that they resembled miniature organs.
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A chronicler is good enough to record : "When they blew

their pipes, it was as though Pan was singing to the

nymphs, and such melodies made it a marvel to hear."

The pipes hushing, though not from being out of

breath, the other instruments struck up a march, not too

lively, to which filed in, with the pedants' bad ear for

music and the slippered pedagogues' bad time with his

step, all the corps of the institutes. There was much
bustle as they brushed their robes against the chairs and

settees in taking their ordained places, and their full-bot-

tomed sleeves, heavy with fur, clashed with their gold or

silver clasps against the chair backs and arms. The in-

ferior dignitaries stood behind them in their peculiar bon-

nets, capes and hoods.

As soon as the array was stiffened, the students began

to single them out and call them by titles familiar and not

always reverent. It is well for certain names that the

soubriquets have not also come down to posterity.

Then, at each side, by low doors, which made them in-

voluntarily bow to the assemblage, filed in the scholars,

behind banners of each fraternity, of all tongues, natives

and strangers. They were, by their chosen, to compete in

the exhibition. Old scholars, veterans, "Grecians," past

masters, almost. They were not like their youngers, out-

side the pale, brisk, hopeful, jocund, boisterous ; but, while

differing in racial traits, dialect, form, complexion, all

strong with the united inspiration—the resolve to be re-

markable for learning. Assiduous, economical, ascetic,

but high-headed and stiff-necked from their privileges

wrested from king, court, city and clergy.

In the era when the idolatry of the sword was almost

supreme, there were spots where the kings and even the

pope were not acknowledged, but learning could find a

home for her subjects anywhere.

These scholars took places on plain boards laid upon
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wooden horses, on the floor. They again bowed to the

principals, rectors, elucidators of texts, deans and logi-

cians, towering above them, to whose elevation they would

succeed in a space.

Their standards, ranged at the back, foiled their plain

gowns of black or gray, with distinctive badges on the left

arm. Many had large folios under the arm and some

wore those gems, cut a little to improve their natural

magnifying properties, as though they had before thirty

read themselves purblind.

Lastly the general public, almost gaping, having been

wearied by the trooping of the grandees and worthies,

slowly, timidly and humbly insinuated themselves into the

hall, like mice seeking only the crumbs of a banquet, the

tail of the gathering, the bursars, or charitable wards of the

establishment ; the holders of the purses of the munificent,

the poor cousins of the lights of learning; they were al-

lowed to stand in the presence of their elders and betters.

All at once, in the stillness which momentarily reigned

in the interval of the official breaker of the lull arranging

his notes in order, a discourteous stir among the citizens

of a mirthful disposition, the public who wished to derive

sport from an otherwise imposing spectacle and the shal-

low lookers-on, prepared those accustomed to ebullitions

in masses for an interruption.

Among the poor scholars, these merry wags had de-

scribed the teachers of them, a bursar himself.

The most noticeable din was in the small, railed-off

space yielded to the public. The fiction was that these

authorized spectators had come to take notes of the pro-

ceedings, but the long row of oaken desks for the writers

was rather a barrier against the vulgar invading the sacred

precincts, than for taking of notes when few could trace

a letter. On these showy sessions, the sight-seers did not

dip the quills, in a sheaf, into the enormous ink-dish, like
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a "well," as it was styled, any more than use the sand to

dry up the ink.

These curious idlers were reinforced by the college

servants and their friends.

Now, these heretics saw in Master Buridan one of those

paradoxes with which the majority are delighted: a

mountain of science veined with brilliant but common
faults. Truly, Buridan's lamp was often burning after

unhallowed hours, but it was not certain that he was

studying by its light. Rumor had it, and might be veri-

fied, that he was the leader of his own class, wise and yet

studying deboshery in its haunts and by its own sad

lights ; the sage in his library and "the ruffier" under the

stars; defending a theory in the debating hall with the

same vim and stoutness as his pet pupil against the arch-

ers of the knight of the watch.

This type is always cheered to the echo : Buridan with

his wit, his lore, and his escapades was the Admirable

Crichton or Pic de Mirandole, in anticipation.

So, spontaneously, a burst of adulation, accompanied

by stamping, hand-clapping and beating with the fist on
the desks, caused the professor to require all his philo-

sophical calm not to blush and bow to the hail.

"Buridan! long live the free-lance turned free-speaker I

All hail, Jehan Buridan!"

In one instant, judging by the amount of plaudits and

the undoubted sincerity, the poor scholars' tutor was the

hero of the colleges.

This outbreak was terrible ; it more than confirmed what
was accounted vile slander, and all eyes riveted on the

professor. Under the camlet canopy drawn over the

raised stage since the sun incommoded the eminences, eyes

were seen glaring with surprise, offense, envy and horror.

Canons and theologians frowned ; vice regents and coun-

selors growled, and if the body were more ecclesiastical,
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anathema might have been hastily thundered against the

doctor who was king among the roisterers and tavern

haunters.

But fortunately for the fame of Cluny, a beadle, in a

cope of purple fringed with gold thread, stationed at the

great double doors, seized his opportunity to be stared at,

by roaring in a voice, like all the four tenants of the Cave

of the Winds

:

"Officer of his majesty, the king I Way for the royal

officer!"

The slight on the good name of Cluny was forgotten

;

all drew themselves up stiffly and haughtily, for the com-

ing of a royal representative was to be met with tranquil

dignity.

One by one, the university, as a unit, had parted with

allegiance to king, court, peers, pope and civic forces.

There was no war and no defiance, but in every charter

and revisions, the church, the king or the town council

confirmed the clemency or impunity extended over the

abode of learning.

If laical bodies seized a "clerk," he protested against

their tribunals ; he did not think for an instant to appeal

to his lord or the king, but to his college. Sole arbiter

and master of all quarrels of her sons, the university

wrested the prisoner from city guardhouse as it would

have done from ecclesiastical cell or royal bastille, and shut

up the causer of the complaint under its wing, crying out

that it dealt justice out of its own measure for its own, be-

hind bastions, as a lioness from its cave.

The university was a castle of equality, reared on the

domain of ignorance and barbarity.

The intrusion of the king into this conclave, directed

attention from Master Buridan, who, to tell the truth,

accepted his wreath off the popular tree with fine indiffer-
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enee. But this was not affected in this youngest doctor in

the congregation.

Those suitably posted caught a peep, and others heard

clearly, the king's guards halting at the space cleared by

the steeds' hoofs before the abbey.

There were the city watch at hand; the archers of the

abbey; the guards of the provost of Paris, bound to at-

tend these ceremonies at the colleges ; but they, in all their

steel and brass, faded before the sheen of the royal glad-

iators.

When Philip the Fair was succeeded by his quarrel-

some son, Louis, the wits said : "Bad temper follows good

looks !" But all the fine tassels were not shorn from the

regal display by the newcomer. Philip's escort had been

splendid; Louis gilded the gold—these picked men were

magnificent.

Their band of mounted musicians accompanied this cap-

tain, selected to be the king's apologist, and a flourish of

fifes, sarbacans and kettledrums rang in the air as he

strode up to the threshold, followed by his own two pages,

and his own servant arbalisters.

It was a herald in state, and the university authorities

were treated with no stint.

A whisper floated through the hall and appeased a flut-

ter of agitation and curiosity. All craned to view this

gallant chevalier.

"It is the Capt. Walter Daulnay, a hero of the wars in

Flanders."

Glorious champion, this Walter, from the white plumes

floating over his casque, chased in the molten gold inlay,

to the plated boots clanking the gold spur ; the gorget daz-

zling; the sword with a handle of damascened steel; the

vizor, opened as he came in peace, showing the sharp, bent

nose and high cheek bones of a creature of carnage ; but at

this time, smiling, proud of the homage his handsome
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bearing and bright eyes extracted from the most insen-

sible. He strode in as if his martial harness were eider-

down, and stopping before the grand stage, saluted the

dignitaries comprehensively with his hand, from which he

had not removed the ceremonial glove of velvet worn at

court.

"Messire Jerome Eauxchamps, general (regent) of the

university, hail and greeting from the King Louis X., our

master I Clinched to his couch by a pernicious fever, out

of the Louvre marshes, my liege regrets with all his heart

that he cannot act out your worships' invitation, and, as

the finest substitute which monarch can send in his stead

to your learned and reverend body, he desires the welcome

to be extended to his well-beloved spouse and queen, Mar-
guerite of Burgundy I"

Waving his hand to his immediate followers, who imi-

tated his act for the guidance of his soldiers at the portals,

he continued, but in a more cordial voice

:

"Laud to the king! Hail the Queen Marguerite
!"

The testy, impatient monarch was not guest or host de-

sirable at a long session ; his absence was not a loss or a
v

pain. Besides, the queen had apparently never meddled

with politics. Her purse responded to all claims that

reached her; why should she be coldly received when a

lady's hand was the more excellent to distribute rewards

of scolastic merit?

Old Father Eauxchamps wore that monastic habit per-

severed in by his predecessors since Abbot Suger, but his

heart was gallant for all his snowy pate.

He was noble by birth and he knew how to address

sovereigns, and so, he could stand up to the resplendent

man-of-arms and reply on a footing of equality.

"Knight of the king's orders," said he, making the kind

of pun appreciated by his instructed auditory, for the

chevalier was decked with a sash of the Order of St
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Louis, "the queen is in her house, in Cluny. The meri-

torious will be doubly gratified to receive their medals of

honor after passing over her hand ! Rise, my lords, fel-

lows and friends, we are to have the felicity of receiving

in this sanctuary of learning the queen of this enlightened

kingdom."

All arose and pressed forward as much as was possible

;

all but one in the hundreds. Prof. Buridan not only re-

mained in his seat, but though at once obscured by his

pupils thronging to the front, seemed to shrink more into

the covert.

To himself, he said:

"Margaret, here ! It is not where I should have thought

we would see each other, eye to eye ! It is written that we
were to meet, and, this time, I must remember my vow that

the false in love shall be punished
!"

So, this prematurely aged doctor, the profound phi-

losopher steeped in the verjuice of life, was the pretty page

of the Burgundian court, the lover of the duke's daughter,

and the fugitive from home and his country under the

ban of the wielder of the dagger which smote Duke Robert

in his height of rage and shame. But for that stroke,

never would Marguerite have donned the regal mantle

and come at this hour to represent her lord at the banquet

of wisdom.
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CHAPTER VII.

THE CHAMPION OF THE COLLEGE.

Few knew, like Lyonnet de Bournonville, who had be-

come more changed than his name of Jehan Buridan, what

is the vengeance amassed drop by drop in a racked bosom.

It was not the torrent of tropical climes, but the reservoir

which, when full, and not till then, crushes through the

barrier and overcomes the object of its unerring and des-

tined fury. It had been imbibed from the parchments he

read, the tombstone legends which he traced with his

finger on the engravings, the "sealed library" of the clois-

ter to which only the venerables had access ; it traced those

wrinkles on his brow and made the youth a man of un-

mitigated solemnity.

Buridan had absolved his enmity of a personal cast ; he

pursued Marguerite as a sinner against the purest love

which ought to have commanded sanctity. So, his venge-

ance was not the swordsman's whose steel chafed in its

scabbard to be out and thrusting; not the scholar's be-

come sacerdotal and blunting his un-Christian resolve with

prayer. It was the soft, rich metal, changed by secret

alchemy into hardened bronze, capable of piercing flint;

the love of twenty years altered into hate as fiery, as potent

and as irresistible.

No longer any fever of passion ; just the constant com-

panion, grateful though a vampire; sitting beside him
wherever he withdrew from the world ; turning the leaves

over for him, pointing to the verses which inculcated pun-

ishment of the offender against love, and present still

though he closed his eyes in sleep.

Through long journeys and voyages, amid perils of na-
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tore and of savages, more hideous, his bitter thought had

sustained him ; he felt when the tempest raged or the bar-

barians' arrows whistled, or the tiger leaped out of the

poisonous jungle, that he would be the survivor—that he

must pluck down the forsworn woman at her happiest

moment—that when she fell, it would be from her greatest

height.

To a mere woman it would be cowardly, but to a queen,

the spirit of iniquity, he felt that he was Maccabee attack-

ing a Behemoth. For her, he who was a scion of a blame-

less house, had become an adventurer without hope, love

or happiness, throwing his best moments to the winds, but

his nobility would obtrude. He could not be content with

the existence of a free companion, clerk or cavalier of for-

tune; he felt that his way to refind her was pointed out

by the dagger.

Tranquillity had come to him, as to the bandit chief who
has selected his part in the plunder.

Confident that he was forgot, as he had been spurned,

he had not tried to see the daughter of Duke Robert in her

Parisian palace or at one of the royal country seats. He
was patient as the heron lurking in the swamp nest, sure

that his mate would scare the prey into the swoop of its

beak. Marguerite, he expected, would be pursued by

remorse.

Still was Lyonnet deceived, for she felt not an atom of

remorse yet.

The royal litter had discharged its precious passenger.

The approach had been easy, for it was taken as impos-

sible that any impediment should be thrown in the path of

the queen descending to give science a nod, after having

bestowed hours on fashion, frivolity and enjoyments. Out

of the litter had stepped the lady. She was preceded by

ptgtf, her steward and master of ceremonies, Pierre Mil-
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Ion, and near her was an elderly woman, her trusted

attendant, Baboline.

Time had dealt leniently with this tool of evil, or she

had, from her inspiritor, been afforded the toilet's methods

of repairing ravages. Baboline was plump, jolly, buoyant

;

Buridan shuddered with misgiving—was the belief a

fallacy that guilt meets its penalty in this world?

She wore fine laces, a splendid brocade dress, sumptuous

linen, and neither in her furs nor her gold chain was the

richest sheriff's wife able to cope with her.

But if the accomplice had fared bounteously, how with

her mistress?

Marguerite of Burgundy was, from the bud, the blos-

som expanded, and a singular luster of beauty at its prime

threw all into the shade as well as her attire, imperial

rather than queenly, her gems of incalculable price and her

surrounding ladies.

Her hair was carefully gathered in a gold net, a coif

wadded. The open collar of her scarlet robe revealed a

throat such as one sees only in the Venetian court por-

traits ; a coral relic case suspended, in the hollow, had no

more vivid red than her lips. The miniver mantle, let fall

as soon as she took the coroneted chair intended for her

sire, had not the softness of her hands ; the satchel at her

girdle, of crystals and amber, was of heart shape and

might have contained like that other Marguerite of Na-
varre's, the ashes of the hearts of her adorers.

For the short passage from her carriage to the dais, she

wore pattens to increase her stature, but her inherent

majesty seemed to render the device useless ; her grace of

bearing added height. Her forehead bowed out a little

as if it frowned under the weight of the crown encircling

the crescent-shaped headdress of white and pearls, with a

diamond or two studding the insets.

There might be Spanish blood in the Burgundians, for

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



The Champion of the College. 69

she had the liveliness, tempered with self-respect, of the

Arragonese. Since Blanche of Castille, no female sover-

eign in this land had such winning dignity.

She did not seek to please, but she did not abstain

from the natural arts of her sex in making all her friends.

"She has mantled her wickedness with royalty," ac-

knowledged Buridan, disappointedly studying her. "She

is proud of her misdeeds and that blush is but the reflec-

tion of her regal purple, not repentence. She still deserves

the dagger, this Messalina!"

He believed the stories about the unsunned side of her

life, that was clear.

Meanwhile, dazzled and bewitched by this rare vision

in the old hall, amid threadbare clerks' gowns, shabby

caps and rusty sleeves worn on desks and tables, and

stained with wax and ink, the regent and his assistants

bustled as one man to bow to the queen, looking, in their

black, brown furs and white sleeves, like magpies and

ground birds around a bird of paradise.

It was a long period before the excitement tided over,

for the advent of the ladies, headed by the queen, troubled

every eye and all the young students' bosoms.

Buridan himself had let his sight dwell upon these

court beauties; without his will, he was rejuvenated, for

the jewels, the manners, the glitter and the aping of their

mistress recalled the court of Duke Robert ; this was the

same in miniature save that the presence of Marguerite

gave it all an impress from the mold.

And there was one ffgure which, without offering even

a sisterly resemblance to her, held up as in a mirror what

Marguerite had been when the belle of Burgundy.

Her story was fresh and tragic, and Buridan knew it,

like most of the lookers-on interested, by the pity engen-

dered by the romance.

Gertrude, lady of Lamarcq, was only daughter and
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child of the Count Lamarcq, killed by his squire, with a
sharp wasting, "by invocation and communion with the

demon, known in the Black Book of Broceliande (Merlin,

the Magician), as Tracassier the Tormentor, and by burn-

ing a candle in his (the lord count's) shape, baptized by

turned priests," i. e., unfrocked ones.

It was current among the nobility to fight "merciless

duels/' somber encounters in the "turnouts" of highways,

in courtyards or in the woods under the misty moon;
but to slay an enemy by burning his image in tallow and

by sympathetic woes, was cruel and abhorrent. The vic-

tim's daughter of such a crime won almost affection from

all the superstitious—and who was not?

Reliant on her attractions, Marguerite showed nothing

akin to jealousy in environing herself with this train of

beauties ; but to make the charming Gertrude her favorite

was remarkable. More, it was understood that she had

taken her to her bosom as her ward, and that a right

queenly guerdon would accompany the lady when trans-

ferring her affection from her high patroness to her

husband.

Rumor went a pace beyond this, and the buzz went

the rounds that the queen had already espoused the girl

to her other favorite—the handsome captain of the roya!

guards, Sir Walter Daulnay.

If the sight of Gertrude, in her pretty pertness of the

spoiled child over-provided with all that were dreams

to the patrician herself, softened the petrified Buridan,how

speedily it melted "the bad boys" of Navarre, Montaigu

and other tribes in the colleges ! As the clod may adore

the shepherd's star, so these poor bursars admired this

cynosure of the royal galaxy.

The interruption calmed over, the set plan was carried

out with uncommon haste. These were read hurriedly,

examinations reduced to phantoms, and recitations so
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quickly uttered that they resembled stenographic compo-

sitions.

To the general amaze, the sun had not set when the

turn of "the dregs," the hearing of the poor scholars, came

in its place. Usually deferred, for its consideration only

involved minor officials, the orators were dismayed at hav-

ing magnates, retained to continue to feast themselves

on the contact with the queen and court, listen to their

treatises and try them with questions.

To the amazement, this time, of the questioners—old

torturers with queries—the poor scholars showed a readi-

ness, a rooted steadiness from exhaustive study, and a fire

from their master, Buridan, proving that he had that pride

in his fold which makes it a difficult problem to praise

pupil or teacher the more.

And, miracle which made the citizens and their wives

stare in bewilderment, the primus, the first scholar, was

the youngest of all—a juvenile with curling, silky hair,

and pink cheek like a Provencal rose; a cherub's mouth,

seraphic voice; a chorister from Fra Angeloca's celestial

groups.

Among the errant rascals, famous for pawning the

valuable school primers to buy the forbidden dagger or

the still more reprehended wine bottle, this gentle, inno-

cent adolescent promptly replied to celebrated doctors, and

above all, bore the ferocious onslaught of a volunteer

examiner.

It was the register of the parliamentary court, Mathurin

Dralin-Dralin, the bugbear of the law clerks, since he was

the expert in legal traditions, whose fiat was compulsory

to enable a law student to exercise the right to appear for

a dieftt in court.

With the malignancy peculiar to the innate interrogator,

he deluged the handful of bursars who still stood up to his
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assaults, flying, to perplex them, from one side to another,

digging lost lines out of the dust of codes, maxims hid-

den in the palimpsests, and quoting verses of those poets

whose works, luckily, are testified to by the most marrow-

less bones.

Aged pundits shivered as they heard this hail of dry

and adamantine verbal shot hurtling in the air become

warm with breath and sickly with the court ladies' per-

fumes.

Each owned in his conscience that he could not so pre-

cisely answer these plague spots of obselete and crumbling

literary gardens—rather, churchyards.

But even the ignorant hearers were enthralled as by a

battle of little Jack and the giants; this petty pupil re-

plied so pertly that it took the breath from the register,

and it was he who hesitated more to find a fresh enigma

than the boy to solve it. Though Arthur, as he was called,

fixed his blue eyes on the irritator's gray ones, he ap-

peared in that connection mentally with his professor

which the chief priest of Apollo had over the pythoness.

It was impossible, without this telepathetic sympathy

controlled not by distance, for the youth to speak like the

well of instruction which Buridan was allowed to be.

Only a boy inspired by a wit unattained by his years

would have presumed, to the horror of his teachers, the

delight of the gross and the court ladies, and the astonish-

ment of all but his associates, knowing what a merry sprite

he was, to conclude this jangle, in which the junior had

come forth with all the honors, with such turning of the

tables.

Arthur bowed with respect too deep not to be forced,

and, not having taken his eye off the querist, said in his

unfaltering, sweet voice

:

"May it please you, worshipful sir, master register of
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the honorable Parliament of Paris, to permit me, in return

for the deluge of questions and ingenious trippers-up of

the poor scholar's feet on the road up Parnassus, to put

to your wisdom a little quodlibet which, to speak as Tom
Tell-troth, is the invention of my dear and sage master,

the Prof. Jehan Buridan? But he has given me the

honor to be the first to publish it to the regent, the rectors,

the officers of the honored university and my lady, our

queen !"

This unwritten article in the proceedings threw con-

fusion not only into Master Dralin-Dralin's breast, but into

his colleague's ; for a space, all the grave seigniors stared

at each other, but as the speaker was guilelessness in per-

son, and the decorum of Prof. Buridan, within the halls of

wisdom impeccable, pride and self-conceit bent the fate-

impelled register to repeat the assent which the elders

and officials granted.

All eyes were fastened on the charming little Arthur,

who had become accustomed to this ordeal, and, like the

last warrior left in the breach, was to strike the most

effective blow and perhaps remain master of the field.

"It is a sophism," began he, with the incompatible

gravity of the phenomenon who babbled in Greek at four

and recited a poem on the Deluge of Deucalion at seven.

"It is, peradventure, of the class of unanswerable 'posers,'

like : What will ensue if an irresistible power meets an in-

surmountable obstacle ? But I answer for it, my masters,

my ladies and the queen," he went on, with his dulcet

voice a little piquant and a rogue of a smile curling his

rosy lips, as was seen by the servants having revived the

burned-out candles and replaced with filled and trimmed

lamps the exhausted ones. "This can be solved—at least,

by the sapient concocter !" and he bowed to Buridan, who
had the air, this time, of not prompting the amiable nettler

of the register.
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"The hypothesis is that we have, before us, an ass-*-

He paused a trifle, setting his pellucid eyes firmly on Dra-

lin-Dralin, who blinked a little as a titter rippled from the

queen's circle and was echoed among the other women
enamored of this sprightly urchin. "This ass is equally

tortured by hunger and thirst, and being placed at equal

distance from a bucket of water and a truss of hay, stands

resolving the problem I have the honor to present to you.

How would you ?—I mean—saving your reverence !—*the

ass commence to——

"

The statement, uttered in mock slowness and emphasis

as by a graybeard, had already convulsed the auditory,

and the interrogator become the interrogated, turned scar*

let. Then, like a bright signal rocket for a fusillade to

begin, a silvery laugh burst from the next lady to the

queen, and with all her sisters laughing around them the

risibility spread over the hall. Not sufficient that, for the

sophism spouted out at the windows and doors and, in a

trice, the varlets of the courtiers, the soldiers, the serv-

antry, the vulgar mob, to the outermost limits of Cluny

Square, expanded in one of those hilarious roarings which

were then called Homeric, but which have since been

classed as Rabelaisian.

As for the register, it took the greatest effort of his life

to let the blood flow back to his heart and his flabby cheeks

become saturnine again. He tried to speak, but choked

;

it was the philosopher throttled by the grapestone-~the

machine stopped by a grain 6i dust ; the mountain blocked

in rolling down into the sea by a mouse setting his back

up against it

!

But none came to his aid—all had been drawn over to

the minute atomy stabbing him with the sophism.

They laughed ; therefore, they could not defend.

Arthur glanced off from his discomfited enemy; the

queen was smiling and eying amusedly the young lady of
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Lamarcq, who was wiping her eyes, streaming with the

tears of spasmodic merriment.

His was the triumph of the day ; the poor scholars had

the palm!

Nevertheless, the register had the courage of the blus-

terer and the bully ; he wished before such an august and

venerated assemblage to have the last word. He arose,

for he had sunk into his seat under the quip and the

mirthful unanimity.

"If," stammered he, believing he had a solution, "if I

were the ass
"

"Be without doubts," interpolated Arthur, smartly.

The parliamentary official sank down again, faltering

and coloring, and the laughs again resounded, till the

tanners shook and the candles trembled as though the

phantoms of the monks in the vault were coming to learn

the cause of such unseemly hilarity there and then.

Arthur held up his chubby hand and silence was re-

stored.

"My masters, my lords and ladies and our queen," said

he, "it is a poor dinner without the dessert, a mean door

without the latch, a scurvy dog without a tail, a useless

hoe without a handle, a bell without the clapper, a box

without the lid, a churl without his lass, a riddle without

its key, and"—he drolly sighed, looking over and up to

the register, trying to slip off the platform and flee-~-"and

so—the solution ! Abide the solution, master register."

He raised his voice so that it should pursue the fugitive

:

"Being an ass, the ass would perish between hay and

water, starved, but a man would carry the hay and the pail

to the nearest tavern where, for the truss, the taverner

would fill his pail with mead—and so, 'in the mead there is

health'! [In medio, et cetera
t

"

Then turning around to his fellows, having annulled to
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the masters all the cleverness by humbling their upstart

guest, he cried in the saucy voice of the hobnobbing wine-

bibbers among which the accent classed him, though so

young

:

"Nunc est bibettdutn! Now is the time to drink!"

Instantly the war cry took flow like fire in dry hemp.

The youth was seized by a score of hands and lifted

shoulder high. From this height, Arthur saw the queen

rising to depart from the hall, as if the rioting of the

scholars was feared—the traditional "breaking up."

As he was carried on the human crest past his teacher,

astounded at the excellent humor of his repulse of the

questioner, and under the edge of the platform where the

royal party awaited this procession to pass for return to

the litter, the young lady of Lamarcq, with temporary

eclipse of the conventional education of her class and sex,

whipped a ring off her slender finger, and, leaning over

so that her hand almost touched Arthur's, tossing in air,

said:

"They have forgot to distribute the awards, young mas-

ter. Receive your meed for bringing the laugh again to

my dear mistress* cheek
!"

Arthur's grip closed on the trinket, but in the swirl of

the outrageously gleeful students, he was borne out of the

hall.

" 'O ubi CampU' To the Clerks' Meadow !" was the

cry.

The Qerks' Meadow was the students' field of Mars.

Here, all illicit celebrations were held, and toward it has-

tened all the scholars whose dignity did not forbid.

Left alone by all his class, Prof. Buridan gazed not

after them, but at the queen, entering her litter and saying

a word to the brilliant guardsman who had mounted his

bedizened charger.
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"That's a terrible woman," mused he, as the guests

filed out, smiling still at "Buridan's ass." "She takes the

place of the king. Now Louis is like all monarchs—im-

patient for the counselor who can tell him how to displace

this usurper !"
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE WRITING ON THE PARCHMENT.

But for one lacking feature the Parcheminerie (vellum

dealers') Street would have prepictured the Bookmart

Row in modern cities ; that lacking trait was caused by the

rarity of books, as we understand the term.

The young students had to content themselves with

model manuscripts dictated by the heads of classes. Arch-

bishop Stephen, of Canterbury, lightened this literary

famine by willing his library to the chapter for the poor

scholars' use. Works on writing and preparation of script

books were in the list predominantly.

As paper was not invented, many substances took its

place, the chief one being skins dressed and faced. The
shops for the sale were licensed and their sites announced

on bulletin boards for the stranger's assistance. Signs de-

noted those of fame ; the wooden statues had some refer-

ence to letters ; fragments of skin, pinches of pounce pow-
der and stains of red and black ink and daubs of paint

burlesquely ornamented the doorposts where apprentice

illuminators, paper stainers and painters of costly folios

tried the commodities. The bits of straw on the well-

trodden earth pavement each side of the gutter had fallen

off the shoes of the scholars, for the halls and classrooms

were strewn in cold weather with it or rushes.

In the daylight, the street would be crowded with cus-

tomers and vendors ; the former diving into the stores for

epistolary treasures or to have a volume in blank deco-

rated in those undying colors which are the despair of our

makers of ephemeral pigments.

Interspersed with the scribes', illuminators' and binders'
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shops were the curiosity bazaars, for at that epoch, sew
and yet old, there was an appetite for armor, weapons and

costumes, ancient yet fresh from the Holy Land.

Prominent over the stalls and tottering hangers tow-

ered the blackened building with projecting beams, its roof

a sheaf of spires, where Lord Salisbury had lived and

studied for a thesis which he delivered in the college ; the

shield sculptured over the jutting doorway was Edward of

England's. On the ground next it, where in those times a

tpurney had been so spitefully waged that sixteen knights

bad been dragged dead or dying out of the final melee,

was a neat little two-story house, its front by day gay

with strings of written and painted sheets of sheepskin

or vellum, indicating the foremost of the parchment

sellers.

This "crossed pens" was the property of Dame Grecie,

relict of one famous Haudoin, caligrapher extraordinary

and illuminator par eminence to the heads of the uni-

versity. She was the only woman so distinguished.

Business was over for the day. The flaunting signs,

which were the goods, had been taken in by Arthur, the

poor scholar, who lived here and was the substitute for

the apprentice. The shutters were put up and the massive

door closed.

The interior, except for the scrip, cases of manuscripts,

sheafs of quills, boxes of drying sand, pounce powder and

the like, which were arranged with feminine tidiness, was

freed from coldness and bareness by tapestries, stripped

from castles during the Peasants' Wars ; and patterns for

the painted initials in missals, stuck higgledy-piggledy on

the walls.

The windows were high and narrow, and let in little

light at the best. A large antique lamp, of a funereal

type, lighted up the part of the room where it stood on a

ponderous table* used in trading hours for the display of

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



80 The Writing On the Parchment

wide maps, and a slow fire burned with slight crackling

and pleasant odor in the ample fireplace.

The buxom old dame in the armchair was the Widow
Haudoin, engaging in mien, with white hands the more
delicate as without genius, but with application and nicety

she followed her husband's craft and preserved her fingers

for the brush and fine pen.

The little hero of the skirmish with his elders, the

Arthur, darting his master's thunderbolt, the immortal

sophism of "Buridan's Ass," was finishing his supper, a

bowl of hasty pudding flavored with honey, and polishing

out the basin with a crust of barley bread. Alas ! the tri-

umph among his fellows and the downfelling of the par-

liamentary register ; in fact, his breaking up of the session

before the regent and the chiefs could have the last word
for their royal guest had not elevated him in the college.

It is true that the reprimands for his audacity were coun-

terbalanced by the valuable ring presented him, unoffi-

cially, by the young lady of Lamarcq, but as in his silly,

youthful ecstasy he guarded it as a memento, he was not

a penny the richer for that materially.

Dame Grecie regarded him as he ate.

"That's right, my dear boy, make an end to it! We
have not even a cat or a dog for the leavings since the

naughty boys of Montaigu or Navarre stole them away

and gave them a bath in the Seine
!"

"It was neither Navarre nor Montaigu," replied Arthur,

briskly, pushing his stool from the table at the same time

as the bowl farther on the board, "nor yet the choir boys

of the Holy Chapel, this time ! But in both cases that little

chaplain of St. Come, whose comb I cut, believe me ! He
drowned cat and dog, after having plagued them diabol-

ically and for that I pulled the plug out of the ferryman's

wherry, and when he went out fishing for gudgeons in it,

he sank in it, off the wine merchant's landing
!"
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"Horror ! in a boy—to drown a Christian for an animal

without soul !" and she crossed her buxom person.

"He, drown? As well expect a man who has the wart

under the left ear, where draweth the noose tight, to be

drowned ! Besides, I was there enjoying his fright, and I

shoved out a plank and we drew him to shore, none the

worse but his popinjay clothes spoiled. Oh! and ha! to

see him with his duds glued to him, scampering up St.

Jacob Street, stopping with a hiccough, a sneeze or a

cough at every tenth stride
!"

He sprang up and imitated the soaked and dripping

fugitive.

Grecie smiled with a maternal indulgence. Arthur was

her darling.

"Well, I am pleased that you have no connection with

those wicked youth, who should have no chance to con-

taminate my angel-boy! But I fear me that you will

fare worse if you listen to and take pattern by your

master, Dom Buridan ! You say yourself that he planted

on your lips the biting sarcasm which ruined poor Master

Dralin-Dralin in the eyes of his brothers of the city, and

the regent's, and the queen's—Heaven bless her, or rather

save her ! for she is going to the Vale of Gehenna "

She pointed to a ghastly panel on the wall, representing a

drove of impenitent souls into a fiery region before a force

of demons, with as much wild diversity in their shapes as

in the weapons with which they goaded the wretches.

With the impartiality of the artists of such demoniac

scenes the first of the files were kings, bishops and queens.

"Bah! mother, it is pure jealousy that makes up these

idle tales about our luminary of science, Jehan Buridan.

They wanted him for the Lombard's school, the Strangers,

and, eke, the Poitevins ; but he repulsed them all, though

the honorarium was great! He preferred to devote his
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time and knowledge to us, the poor scholars. The son of

Latona reward him !"

The woman may not have known Apollo under this

name, for she mumbled a prayer, as if he were a saint

cited.

"But under his guidance, you have lost a step in your

superiors' graces?"

"Pshaw ! what matters ? Mother, what if I change my
cap for the steel one and become a soldier ?"

Grecie looked petrified with dismay and apprehension.

"As if the school cassock has any right to brush up

against the man-at-arms* hauberk?" she sighed.

"I dare say not. On the award day, I noticed that as

full-voiced as the applause to the knight in his glint of

gold and flash of steel, was that which inundated my wise

Master Buridan!"

"Oh, your plebes flock to their feather—the unknown,

the sprung from the dust, the fountain of a hidden source.

What is your Buridan but an Estradiot, an Antrustion?

the very names having the smack of something unhal-

lowed-—

"

"Tush! they mean simply soldiers from abroad who
enter a foreign prince's service," proud of his erudition.

"As for your being cheered because you were mala-

pert to a great judge, as I heard of the gossips, the downs
and the louts admire the mouthpiece of what they are

afraid to utter. Take no conceit for that, little locust who
splits the ear of lord or leper, for they who capped to you

to-day will drown your groans to-morrow, when—but

God forbid you are scourged for your reviling the jus-

tice!"

"He is neither judge nor justice ; lie is simply a register

to Parliament."

"Oh, boy, registers, recorders, clerks of the court, they

•11 hong together!"
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'They would hang the people and the poor scholars all

together. I make no doubt of it, for they wish all sweets

of the lettered life to be in their own cupboard 1 The
old rats that retire into the cheese ! But they mast catch

the scholars first out of their city of refuge, the university

grounds, the sanctuary!" He slapped his leg defiantly.

"In the first place, the register, Mathurin, is nobody out of

the city ; in the next, he is an ass ! It will be shorter for

him, and he will be recognized quite as soon, if he writes

for 'Mathurin Dralin-Dralin' the whole in three letters,

'A-s-s'!"

"Ah ! Wait, wait ! Mathurin Dralin ?" She arose and

put on spectacles, that is, plain crystal panes set in a wide

rim of metal to prevent diffusion of the visual rays and not

to magnify. "Dralin
"

Two times!" hinted the scholar, watching her with

some curiosity, as she commonly dozed after supper.

"Don't forget that it is Dralin twice; that makes him
doubly an ass

!"

"But the Mathurin Dralin whom I knew was not a

fat man," dubiously muttered the illuminator.

"You forget time, the eternal Procustes who elongates,

expands and curtails ! Time had doubled your Dralin in

name, girth and asinine qualities !" said Arthur, swinging

his dainty feet as he sat on the table edge.

Grecie had reached a huge oak coffer and called her

adopted son to open it. It was full of plain and written

skins, unfinished writings, leather cases of copies rolled up.

"It was Master Dralin, then. Only a notary," she said

to herself.

"When ?" asked the youth, idly, to make talk as she was
foraging in the litter.

'Twelve year' agone, last Candlemas."

"I don't think I would remember him, then!"
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"Certes, you would not—you were but four or five

then!"

"As I am seventeen now. Mother, I might be taken

for a drummer boy, think you? or to carry a knight's

helmet ?"

She held up a parchment with seals and several signa-

tures. She flicked the dust off it, for some had crept in

upon it though in its feril, or soft leather case.

"Oh, what is that, good mother? It looks like a will!

You have not been writing your will, have you? Oh, you

should put that off to the last, for it is evil omen! Are
you going to give a lifting-up to some of those poor

scholars who pawned their best clothes to you for the

copies from which to repeat formula and answer in his-

tory, and so get a prize that would support them for the

rest of their term ? Then, with a little money, they could

buy those magnificent charts of the route to Jerusalem,

which are the glory of the illuminators of Sorbonne, and

your poor dead-and-gone man, Haudoin, prime itnagier of

the university!"

"I have little to leave, my poor Arthur, and it will not

be to repair any wrong in my dealings
"

"I did not mean to cause you pain," and, speaking sooth-

ingly, he tried to embrace her ; but she gently repulsed him

as if it were no time for caresses.

"Still, without being my will, it is a means of at last

expressing it. Who knows but it may yet set a poor

scholar one day among the Buridans, Segurs and whom
you will of supereminence, to whom the king has sent for

counsel and to whom even his holiness, the papal father,

has written for the like advice. But without a full purse,

that scholar can hope to rise who studies, labors and does

not waste his time in idle pastimes."

"Whom do you mean may be lifted up out of the dusty

rut? Not Arthur, kind mother?" A sudden hope cn-
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lumined his eyes as if a wish in embryo might now be

developed.

She was studying the writing.

"Yes, it is Master Dralin. He would get on! So, he

is a great scribe in the Parliament ?"

"Register ; but this is not a deed which requires parlia-

mentary record, is it? What is the Parliament of Paris,

though, with a despot like Louis the Quarrelsome on the

throne? Sheerly a register of his acts! I would rather

see in it an order on the queen's private treasurer, since

those drafts on him are sooner honored than on the min-

ister of the finances ; the king can but be generous to one

to whom the gods have been generous with their gifts,

beauty, winsomeness and grace!"

"The queen is well enough that way, but beauty is peril

rather than a pearl."

"Think you that? Oh, be that script what it may, will

it be the stepping-stone for a bursar to be one of the

masters ?"

"Is that your heart's desire, child?" with gratification.

"It was, but " He pressed his bosom as if, like the

Spartan boy, he nursed a wolf cub there which might

destroy him if it grew. "I dread that I have another as-

piration now!"

"Ah, if you had been an artist to follow in my man's

shining path, the one strewn with colors—with the means,

you could go see the art idols of^Rome "

"The palette, the brush, the mahlstick, the knife!" he

said, with a pouting lip. "To me, the buckler, the falchion

and the lance ! Nurse, can the talisman of that scroll help

me to be page to a knight—his helmet-bearer, as David

the shepherd boy was King Saul's ? Can I not make some

start if only it were drummer boy in the royal guard ? I

would be so thankful as some aid to a captain like that

warder for the queen and her ladies ! Oh, had you seen
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that Walter Daulnay, legionary of the life guards!" and

his eyes burned.

"Walter Daulnay? I thought the captain of the royal

bodyguard was a Marigny ? Lord Enguerrand Marigny
!"

and she nodded to confirm her certainty.

"That's an old tale ! Since six months, Lord Marigny

rules the council of finance. It is a young hero—not much
more than of age, who figured in the Flemish wars and

who for his valor has been elected to guard the king. It

appears that his father was a partisan under King Philip,

and, dying on the field, recommended his son to his sov-

ereign, who, in turn, signaled him to his descendant ; but

his own feats of prowess have put him forward. Oh, he

is so gallant
!"

His enthusiasm was not infectious ; but though the lis-

tener was calm she was interested. She knit her brows

and repeated

:

"Daulnay—a soldier, with his father before him, otit

of the Flanders country? Daulnay?" Feverish impa-

tience awoke her. She had spoken so hurriedly that h£r

words were barely intelligible.

"Why not Daulnay? Though a hero makes the name
for his family, why not Daulnay? I am not versed deeply

enough to cite where it appears on the famous annals, but

the wearer of it might be in time a Belisarius or Alex-

ander!"

Singularly possessed with thought, the illuminator

raised the chest lid which had previously been too ponder-

ous for her arms. This time of diving into the rubbish

she came up to the surface with a family tree, which with-

out extending like Jesse's, was prodigious in its length of

stem*

"Datrtnay—it is Daulnay!" she chuckled at her good

memory.
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"Why, yes, Walter Daulnay;" he thinking her wits

wandering.

"Here it is writ : 'Gaultier ;' it is the same thing, unless

more notable."

"Gualterius? Yes, so it would appear in the old cartas.

It is the same thing as if I, becoming celebrated, had my
name elongated into Arcthurius! But you are pale,

mother " He sprang off the table to support her, for

she reeled.

She clung to the two scrolls, but she let him assist her

to her seat.

"Hearken to me, my one beloved boy !" she said, as soon

as recovered from a spasm not accounted for. "When I

obtained the continuance of my dear man's trade, a mo-

nopoly of certain work with the pen and brush for the

worshipful masters of the university, much jealousy was

generated among the scribes and decorators of 'hours' and

'Keys to Paradise'; not because of my sex—the parehe-

mentiers are gallant as St. George—but because of the

mystery surrounding my elevation. God wot that they

were right ; I had not the skill of my poor Haudoin, and

yet my patron was but the Abbot Pulchrus, of Old St.

Germain's, since Bishop
"

"Oh, I know !" cried Arthur, with the youth's headlong-

ness in displaying his knowledge. "Bishop of Troyes "

"None other ! He was our good patron and best cus-

tomer, but there was more to my betterance behind his

cope \"

"A bishop, still your benefactor! If I had but

known "

"I am coming to it. One Candlemas Eve he came to

us, his man bearing, wrapped in a red mantle, on the

crupper of his mule, a child—a child which might be lik-

ened to the Babe in the manger, as beheld in the Passion

Week, at the cathedral
"
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"A child? The babe!" reiterated the hearer, slightly

above his breath only. "Faith of Sorbonne, will you whip

up! I beg your pardon, but, my good mother mine, in

unwrapping the child at your door—does the red mantle

expose a Daulnay?"
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"How sharp the child is ! The mantle had a border of

alder leaves—the clasp had an alder engraven on it—but I

did not know those things so well then. Yes, the mantle

had been worn by an Aulnay—and in the country whence

I came, we called a grove of alders aunaie——

"

"Alnetum, the alder!" exclaimed Arthur, clapping his

hands as if he had solved a problem. 'The mantle was

an Aulnay's
"

"And still wrapped a Daulnay," insisted the old woman,

smiling blandly.

"Don't play a prank of St. Nicholas on your trustful

boy," said Arthur. "Reflect that this Sir Walter Daulnay

is a superb knight 1 If he were head of a house, and I the

smallest acorn that fell from its rooftree, I should burst

my cup, brim with pride ! Oh, to be a Daulnay !"

The scribe had referred to the pedigree.

"The Daulnays; ancient line of Poitou and La
Marche "

"Lamarcq or Lamarche?" interrupted the scholar,

struck by the analogy of this and the same reigning ex-

clusively in his mind since the award day.

"A branch spell their name Daulnoy, having a manor in

Saintonge," droned Dame Grecie.

Arthur was spurred to speak, but there was a charm

in the news coming to him drop by drop like those ex-

quisite cordials which must be sipped, not swallowed by

glassfuls.

"Daulnay or Daulnoy, that is the name the boy was en-

titled to bear when the cloak might be stripped off his
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identity in the stated term. The abbot placed him entirely

under our charge. Me and my man were lone then, and

when I was lorn of him, I was tw longer so lone with

the little Arthur by my side. But though the abbot, be-

come bishop* must have seen you when he came to buy

manuscripts, he never asked as to your health, content,

peradventure to see with a glance that we preserved you,

under Heaven, hale and merry ! As to the school "

"Oh, bishops do not fret themselves about the poor

scholars !* said Arthur, derisively.

"Nevertheless, the purse on which you were entertained

and maintained, was the abbot's
"

"Thank him for nothing, if my family provided it !"

"I do not think, then, that your family had a purse

at the side to counterbalance the sword, which is the for-

tune of such bellicose races! You were, as the younger

son, destined for the church. Perhaps his grace perceived

the martial proclivities of the Daulnays and diverged your

course from the cloisters to the college walks, so that you

should not be hampered with holy vows."

Arthur drew up his shoulders as if any yoke would soon

be shaken off.

"So I owe my education and keep to the good bishop?

My family were too poor to offer a purse of four Paris

pence
!"

'The Poitou Daulnays," went on the woman, having

glanced at the pedigree as a preacher on his notes, "had

pledged their lands during the Sixth Crusade ; the estate

was scotched to raise the ransom of the chief taken in

Syrian captivity. The next time there was a revenue it

was absorbed by the ruling lord, father of Walter Daul-

nay—

"

"My father!"

"And your father, too, who equipped and led a band of

crossbowmen. Slain at Furnas battle, your brother seems
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to have acquired command of the decimated corps and he

woo his present crown of martial offices by his renowned

deeds."

"Captain of the king !" cried Arthur, his eyes gleaming

and his lips shivering.

"So you see all is well with the Daulnays of to-day!

The hour has struck ! I sink my feelings, little love, to

urge you to proclaim yourself and choose your career."

"It is chosen, since the auspices are so favorable, under

Mars!"

"Yes, it is in that direction that the brother will open

the way! I felicitate you " She sobbed. "I bless

you, though I shall see my dear boy no more!" She

buried her head in her cape.

Arthur was dazzled by the prospect, or simply con-

founded. He did not, for the first time, attend to her sor-

row or strive to lessen it. He was carried away to the

edge of that promised land into which till this day he

had never thought he might cross over. He was lifted

from the plain earth to the marble floor on which his as-

piring foot could approach a lady of Lamarcq on an even

plane.

"Lamarcq—La Marche?" repeated he; "why may we
not be cousins ?"

He took out the ring for the first time under a second

pair of eyes. He was no longer secretive; it seemed to

him that a Daulnay spurned fetters such as bound the poor

scholar. Drying her eyes, glad with his supreme joy, the

woman looked at this object.

"A ring! a costly gem?" was heard from her in sur-

prise,

"She gave it to me," he responded, tearfully. "The
lady of Lamarcq, the queen's lady of honor; the youngest

and, meseems, the fairest of those so fair! They were

leaving the hall, whence my turbulent mates were carrying
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me in triumph ; she said—what a voice of honey and cream

has the lady of Lamarcq !—she said the awards were not

distributed, but I should not be disappointed. The queen

nodded, I think, for my eyes were all on her, and she

gave me this gratuity for baiting that griffin, the register

of Parliament I"

"Oh, you made a friend while making a foe! La-

marcq ?" She had perceived that the ring bore on its bezel

a cameo sardonyx, a white Greek cross cut to appear in

the upper red. "Your 'mark* is the mark—the cross of

Christ !" she said, with the complacency of abstruse ac-

quirements.

"Pious she may be! Pure as the archangels, I vow!

and loveliest of " He stopped deeply red. He hastily

took back the jewel as if it were an amulet of which he

lost the virtue when absent from his breast.

"Ay, you can wear gewgaws now ; lady's love tokens, to

boot!" she said, with such sympathy that she forgot her

moral teachings, which her friend, the bishop, would not

have disavowed. "What is a Lamarcq to a Daulnay ? and

the Daulnay a favorite at the court
!"

"She is the queen's favorite ; she would be the bird sing-

ing at the top of the tree!" remonstrated he.

"Your brother will appoint you his secretary."

"A war captain have a secretary?" sneered Arthur.

"He can have you made head scribe ; you can hold the

monopoly of all the writing in the palace; you can be il-

luminator to the crown !"

He smiled ; but, becoming a little serious, he asked dubi-

ously, as if one saw a vision at its brightest, but flickering

as if about to puff up and go out, or to fade. His sphere

of glory was not in the world bounded by map-hung walls

and a doorway decked with a bust of a heathen phi-

losopher.

Taking the manuscript, to which was tagged the ab-
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bat's thumb-ring seal, she read and elucidated what was

needed for the acute youtli to understand that he was no

longer Arthur, but Philip Daulnay, brother to the Capt.

Walter, of the king's defenders. There was a fine point in

the narration which indicated that the sire of Walter and

Philip had a heart warming to the foes he combated at

one period ; to those of his tenants and "hinds" joining the

pastoral outbreak, he had been over-merciful in the eyes of

his caste ; it was in pure anxiety that he had sequestrated

his younger son in Cluny, as safe as any church,and taken

his other boy, though a child, to Arras, where he placed

him with an old gentleman-soldier in a school-of-arms.

Later, he kept him by his side in the active warfare. Be-

fore he had a man's brawn, Walter won his spurs.

Arthur-Philip shuddered at his narrow escape; given

his father more piety and he would have been trained for

the cloisters. In a twinkling, his addiction to the barren

theological and dreamy lessons of that course, since he

had seen the Lady Lamarcq, and any inclination to wear

the cope was annulled. Preacher's frock or professor's

gown—they were irksome, painful as Nessus' shirt.

His parentage and pretensions manifest, Grecie recon-

ciled herself to the inevitable parting; to his brother, as

one of his new station, she must resign her cares. The
proof was ample of the relationship, and if Master Dralin-

Dralin, taking huff at the eclipsed Daulnay coming forth,

denied his signature as recorder to the adoption of the

younger son, why, the bishop would eagerly serve the

captain of the royal guards, no mean friend at court for

even a primate.

"To-morrow you must go to the palace," concluded she,

with sparkling eyes like his own.

She let her fond and admiring gaze dwell on him. He
was so beautiful a youth that she felt no rebuking thoughts

for bcr certainty.
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"To enter the Louvre Palace! to see the king!" he

stammered.

"Enough if yon see your brother; the king may be

traveling.'*

"No ; for, then, his captain would be with him. I should

have a pass from the queen, who will remember that I

made her laugh at old griffin-beak, the register—it is a

rarity for royalty to laugh—she will remember that, and

if she forgets, the Lady Lamarcq will remind her!" he

added, confidently.

"Now, to rest ! We must be up and stirring betimes

since there will be no end of trying on to find you a dress

fit for court, save the mark ! out of the wardrobe. High
youth have left toggery with me of which they never

claimed the return, and until your brother opens his

purse, like Joseph his sack to Benjamin, you must accept

the best I can give/'

The younger Daulnay nodded.

He was perhaps on the point of speaking, but all the

bells within hearing sounded, striking seven ; one big bell

in the neighborhood, soaring over the others, boomed a

deafening alarum ; it was the curfew—the ending of the

work day.

"Lights out! Cover your fire!" shouted watchmen on

the street.

Paris went under gloom as if a sand storm swept over it.

Up and down Parchementerie Street, doors and shutters

were banged to ; bolts were shot, bars fell, and chains were

hung, as usual.

All sounds died away with the bell tones; a band of

strolling minstrels at the corner, under the shrine of the

Lady of Sorrows, put on "the mute" so abruptly that it

would seem a deluge had spouted into the horns, and hail

stove in the tabors.

"Morpheus has hushed Orpheus !" said Arthur, merrily.
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THE ESCAPADE.

"To sleep !" repeated the dame, but retaining her easy-

chair, as a growing quinsy caused her to stifle when re-

clining.

"To bed, mother. As to sleep, it is a gray goose of an-

other color!" He smothered the few embers on the

hearth.

His couch was in a niche in the thick wall.

The old woman began telling her beads, praying for the

shielding of her loved ward who would be transferred into

other hands. She, too, saw the welcoming beams glint off

his brother's golden corslet. She nodded, recovered with

a shock, and dozed, letting the beads fall, as if her tale was
done with Arthur's seventeen years.

The boy had not loosened a pin or undone a clasp ; he

peeped out as soon as the woman's respiration was regular.

He saw fairly, for he was used to the gloom.

"What will the schoolfellows say?" he muttered. "What
will Master Buridan say to this Godsend? The philoso-

pher who examines with the same cold criticism the Dead
Sea apple and the Hesperidian Gardens ! Ah, there is one

who ought to find a brother to introduce him into the

court 1 A master of learning, by excellence! Genial doc-

tor, with more tickling arrows in your quiver than the

asinine sophism which convulsed the most sedate
!"

He came cautiously out of his nook.

"I wonder if there be any foundation for the tale that,

many a time and oft, when your lamp burns till the morn*
ing star is dim, you are not there in the study, but mas-

querading with the midnight revelers? Or do you, by
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that fire exempt from our covering, because you are a

doctor in alchemy, brew the elixir of ever-running life?

Ah, it is only we common mortals that, instead of gold

flowing, seek to extract wine out of the flasks ! For my
part, the mulberries and cream of Montmorency to the

century-dried plums of arid Aristotle! A fico for Aris-

totle, to-morrow
!"

He tossed up his cap and caught it on the fly.

"To-morrow, no grim refectory, no stolid varlets, no

droning sermonizer saying grace over the shabby break-

fast ! I shall eat my penny roll while seeing the king, that

magnificent queen, her ladies, and that lady ! Oh, my
brother, to be led by your hand into that new realm of

dainties, music, dances and delectable small talk! What
a stupendous brother is my St. Michael with the flaming

brand—my dear Walter! That's a Daulnay—as I am a

Daulnay
!"

He strutted up and down the room all in the dusk, step-

ping a-tiptoe not to awaken the only occupant save him-

self, which made the parade ludicrous.

"Hurrah for the morrow, when I shall set to studying

the world, npt books ! The humanities—the seven plagues

harry them—humanity for me ! In embracing my brother,

I shall enfold all humankind to my bosom !"

The wardrobe had been left with its folding doors open

;

the hanging clothes had a stealthy suggestion of garments

from which the tenants had been drawn as fowls are

"drawn," which was grisly in the dark and silence.

To shake off the creepiness, he laughed to himself.

"Why, to-morrow ! Why not wait to the Greek calends ?

I think it is the fool who folds his hands and waits till

to-morrow ! I am no longer the fool in the strings of the

Maypole. The poor does not need to wait for his appetite

to come when the banquet is spread—he falls to it ! Why
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(See page 91)
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not see, overnight, the city which will be given to me by

the sun ? See the place where she sleeps ; see Paris in its

slumber—only, they say, that while some sleep another

population wake and, under the noses of the archers of the

watch, glide with a light step to the tavern! I slip out,

I peep at what the older scholars boast of seeing, and I

slip home—all in a brief hour, but to-morrow prepared

by a dip, I can plunge unawed into the ocean called Life 1

I wish to nip off just the least foretaste of my twelfth-

night cake—my windfall! Then, the transformation as

on eating witches' bread: The poor scholar becomes the

rich lordling! Beati pauperis—blessed is the poor-
scholar !"

Charmed with his own wit, he passed into the closet,

and, groping, selected a suit and a hat ; he added to it from

a trophy of arms a dagger and that long, narrow, light

kind of sword called estoc, from which we derive the

diminutive, "tuck."

Dame Grecie started, but had she awakened she would

not have recognized her cherub in his unknown attire.

A cock's feather trailed rakishly from a low but round,

felt hat, with a peak of leather to it more saucy than the

scholars playing truant ever dared don ; the blue cassock

was replaced with a buff jerkin, elaborately adorned with

insertions of blood-red ; and up over his hose he had drawn

leggins of horse-hide, hard as iron, and defying splatter

of mire and the cold blasts off the river at night. Thanks

to Dame Haudoin's care, his footgear, unlike most school-

boys', was not worn, and the pointed toes had the same

obtrusiveness as the cap and the jerkin's elbows, stiff with

grease and polishing wine-sopped tavern bars.

Altogether, while he could not see his changed self, he

had the intuition that he was a lamb in wolf's clothing.

This sensation, wholly novel, might have formed admir-

able foundation for a treatise on the influence of borrowed
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coats, but Arthur had turned his back on literary com-
position with his shifting into the class of Daulnay.

He was going to the door when he feared that it would

make an alarming noise on its not too well-oiled hinges.

This was not neglect, but intended by the good housewife

—a door which groans when opened gives the alarm to the

shopkeeper so that she is not taken unawares. At that in-

stant when he faced the window as a more fit nocturnal

outlet, she moved in the chair ; a word escaped her lips

:

"Our dear Arthur!"

The boy blew her a kiss ; but immediately resuming the

swagger which emanated from the roistering suit, he

opened the window, slid through, like an eel in a hole in a

weir, and landed with lightness in the street.

"There is no more an Arthur," muttered he, recovering

his balance and drawing the long breath he had suspended.

"Long life and much joy to Philip Daulnay !"

He took to his heels at such a pace that the Parche-

minerie knew him not in a wink. One would imagine that

Buridan had lent him that genius which, so legend has it,

carried him in a flight from Modena to Pisa.

Sorbonne Street was protected by gates, much resem-

bling, for oak timber and iron studs, a prison door. The
parish officers of the Chatelet ward had furnished them to

repress the capers of the clerks out of duress after dark,

the lawless law students. A special civic order caused

these gates to be shut at dark, like their kind elsewhere.

Thus contained, the turbulent youth could not every ni^ht

break a canon's window or steal bottles of liquor out of the

wine shop allowed under the gutters of the university

—

"for domestics' use only." Other defenses as chains

across the deserted college yards, did not always prevent

truants crossing on these chains like rope-dancers, and the

Chatelet lockup night book specifying twenty or thirty

Sorbonnists as being incarcerated as "found at large/'
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"The castle prison is the fold of the Cluny sheep !" said

these incorrigibles.

The gatekeeper ought to have closed the gates, ajar at

least, at dark, and locked them at curfew, but he was an

old man who had to seek his decoction at an illicit drinking

den for his rheumatism, and he was only just trying to get

the huge key near the keyhole, into which the fugitive boy

might almost have shot. But Arthur-Philip bounded on

his back, presented as for leap-frog, and from that step-

ping-stone, hurled himself through the aperture at risk

of being caught like a nut in nut-crackers. Before the

staggering warder knew what cat had leaped upon him
and off, the rogue was well down the street.

He went capering in joy.

This excursion under the ban, wholly new, by a flitter

innocent of the watch, under the shameless moon, was ex-

hilarating. At last, without concert with mates who might

betray or insist on accompanying him to show him the

way, he was enjoying his own secret.

It was his "night out"!

So he gave the visor of his cap a smarter pull; he

sniffed, like a colt, that cool night air been prohibited him
by his mother by adoption, and the authorities if he had

during that time been under their hold, and raced on, the

reverse of the nighthawk pursued by the sparrows in the

noonday.

He had broken the rule that no scholar of Cluny was
to be seen after dark roving the streets, whether he lived

at home or in the community. This was his first compact

with the demon of disorder.

The silence and desolation were not cheering. He felt

his crime the keener as he had no accomplices.

Looking about him in all directions, he left Harpe

Street behind and ran by the grim ruins of the old Roman
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palace and baths of the Thermes. Here were the abodes

of night-workers ; at the end of dark passages, a lone can-

dle showed a mysterious bargainer, with a bandaged hand,

haggling with a man over a high counter for a jewel which

glistened in the ray like a serpent's eye. A man with his

pen in his hand, listened like a lawyer to a client, who if

looks warranted any conclusion, could have illustrated his

career by summoning the seven deadly sins. A wooden

rattle denoted that a leper going home wanted the timor-

ous to clear his way.

Suddenly, Arthur started ; he heard that clink of coin

which, somehow, rejoices the civilized man though he

must, for the first time, and once, make its acquaintance

in his own pouch. He clapped his hand to his side, as

though he had the heartburn.

"Thanks to St. Philip—for, I suppose, I must hark back

to my natal patron now—there is money in the jerkin 1"

Loosely, the pocket inside was lined with coin; there

were three gold pieces, silver crowns and sixpences—

a

sort of numismatical hoard such as bandits accumulated

and which, to be in Dame Grecie's wardrobe, argued an

absence of mind in the owner, only equaling her exception

to women, to whom an unsearched pocket is as a gold

mine in Africa undug by King Solomon.

"Zookers I" exclaimed the scholar out of bounds, swear-

ing, though burlesquely, for the first time in his life, to

make no flinching over the fact, doing so with wonderful

gusto for a first essay. "It is astonishing how the night

breeze sharpens one's teeth. I thought that porridge was

quantum suMcit, but I feel as if I had had no stop-gap for

a week of Sundays ! I believe I could tuck away to my
own cheek that of a pig, with enough of Boisjoli wine to

wash it down!"

This from a stripling who had never tasted anything

stronger than paltry perry from a cousin of his adopted
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mother out of Fleury-under-the-rocks was astonishing, as

were all things in this runaway, this night of nights.

But around him continued the dullness and the repose.

He reached the river side and was forced to the conclusion

that there was much vapid boasting in the scholars
1

tales

that they swarmed outdoors in the teeth of the regula-

tions and made night hideous on their own left bank.

To be sure, he had seen the Seine by sunlight, not often,

but he had viewed it.

But that was not the fairy sight it extended under that

lovely sky ; the old city sleeping in its bulwark of towers

and spires, and the great, square belfries of the cathedral,

like pillars of Hercules, on its island.

The moon looked down on it all as a heavenly sentry

on a height. The quiet was less disturbed here than any-

where. The air from the country was met by the river

breeze and the two blended in a delicious compound; it

was no longer air, but the ether—the unnamed gas yet to

be analyzed and proclaimed.

On the shiny side, all the structures, the abbey, the ca-

thedral, the Louvre, blue and red-tiled roofs, were snowy

;

on the other the shadow was intense without being for-

bidding, since pinnacles, windows and the shelly mortar

emitted scintillations and enlivened the obscurity. From
the vanes and peaks the beams glanced and lengthened

them as with sprays of fire.

On the green of the palace, on its variegated and spikey

roofs, its gate towers and its yew-tree promenade, his eyes

finally settled; was it possible that in another day he

would be entitled to be saluted by those sentinels, whose
spears and axes shone like silver? and arm-and-arm with

his brother, the captain, she would see him again and

scarce credit her vision—was this the poor scholar, the

squire beside the knight ?

Startlingly, a strain of stringed instruments tinkled in
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the shade of the bank. The ferryboat had been detached

from its fastenings by unauthorized hands. The broad

skiff was pulled out by its rope into the stream. In the

moonlight, the wanderer beheld with amaze twenty young

men, and in them was face after face belonging to mem-
bers, if not of his class, of his "nation."

"The bursars," muttered he, too surprised to cry out

loudly. "As Heaven is my benefactor, it is the pride of

our division ! Oh, they do go forth of a night, then
!"

As though they felt perfectly unfettered on the river,

the whole chanted with the lutes ringing, this frightful

song to be in the throats of the pride of the college

:

"On the banks of the Jordan

Combated our sires;

And in bitter waters

They quenched lofty fires.

But this is Seine Channel

—

No psalms for our choirs!

We quaff the red Anjou,

Of purple like Tyre's;

Saint Capon, Saint Pullet,

Our martyrs on pyres!"

The horrified hearer would have stopped his ears, but

his curiosity kept them open.

"Dereliction, degradation, derogativeness ! This is the

abomination of desolation to the university!" wailed the

youth, but following the merry serenaders to their land-

ing. "And they all of the college ; not a strange misleader

among them ! They go into the gates of perdition of their

own self-will!"

He heard them shout with rapture as they sprang from

the boat, and they rushed toward a window riverward of a

house otherwise dark, crying:

"The Sieve' forever!"

Arthur did not know what winged his feet and directed
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them, but he found himself on the bridge and soon

across it.

"If only I had profited by the teaching and were suffi-

cient of a preacher to follow those lost sheep into the ene-

my's fold and arraign them, shame them out of it, and

bring them home as my peace offering, it would obtain my
pardon ! But what am I thinking of? They will be from

to-morrow no mates of mine! I can only look on and

regret their perversity. Yes, I will tune myself for the

life to come with witnessing men become swine—as the

Spartans made the helots drunk to inculcate temperance in

their sons!"

The bridge was guarded, but none paid any attention to

a youth probably belated and skulking hortieward, ab-

sorbed in terror at the whipping merited, and to whom it

would be a superfluous cruelty to give "a suit of the

provost's livery," meaning red and white, or in other

words, a flogging.

The young man paused, perplexed by the difficulty of

tracing the house where his college fellows had vanished,

when he heard their lutes again, but with tambourines and

sackbuts adding to the uproar, songs confounded, shouts

profane and collegial, and all from under a swinging

board readable in the moonbeams.

The popular picture of "The Chequers," anterior to the

chessboard, with which the hasty confound it. But as the

students had made this a house of their call, the classical

imagery with which they are saturated would have its

distorting-glass used here. One of a pictorial tendency,

having colors at hand and a cat's tail for a brush, had

placed two nymphs as supporters to the black and the

white squares, having seen in them a mesh and signified

to the readers of the story of the punishment of King
Danaus' daughters that this was "The Danaides' Sieve."

All clear to the university flock, but the vulgar were

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



104 The Escapade.

less acquainted with mythology than hagiology, and ignor-

ing the word which they could not pronounce, they did

perceive an adroit quip in likening a toper to a sieve, and

the chequers dropping off the tongue as well as the Dan-

aides, the tavern of Master Orsini was known from the

Wooden Tower Prison to the St. Honore gatehouse as

"The Sieve."

Not daring offhanded to enter the portals, which to him

were guarded by evil spirits, Arthur hesitated, yet crept

up insensibly, until able to pierce with his eager sight the

inn interior.

"Oh, they are all there ! I could name the score ; and,

faith! is not that a monitor among them? And that has

the look of the minor canon, Demetrius, the Greek!

Oh "

He slunk behind a great obelisk of wine casks, and with

his breath suppressed, watched a swaggering figure in a

long cloak, a sword tip showing at its hem and a hat

pulled over his brow, also stalk indoors.

As the door, ingeniously swung on well-oiled hinges,

almost opened as by witchcraft, the full glare of light

fell on the newcomer's countenance.

"Oh, oh, ooh!" faltered the youth, "it is our Master

Buridan ! This is the figure among the ciphers ! I am not

afraid where he is, for I was always his little Arthur !"

And affecting an- ease far from real, he slid in at the

door, requiring no more space than an ant.
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AFTER THE CAROUSE.

When Arthur, being inside the forbidden porch, looked

around for Buridan, no such figure was perceptible. On
the other hand, he was recognized by half the personages,

not from any early renown of his, but his discomfiture of

the Hector of Parliament had lifted him to the degree of

master of "clipping the spurs" of arrogance, delightfully

worshiped by the oppressed.

So if he had drunk of a tenth of the cups held out to

him, he would have been insensible for a week in the

hospital; what he drank was enough to deprive him of

self-government, and the rest of his initiation into the so-

ciety of the brawlers was luckily hazy.

The last clear impression was his astonishment that his

advent into such a reprobate crew excited no comment;

it was to them natural, and merely a question of time when
the guileless like him should be enticed into that vortex

of the Parisian whirlpool—Master Orsini's hostelry.

Arthur joined in a round dance which further rendered

him giddy, and, flung into a corner and forgotten, he

vaguely saw his colleagues spinning with flagons and stone

jugs in their twitching hands, their eyes flaring though

deep set, their cheeks empurpled, their limbs agitated as

by St. Vitus' strokes. In the midst they buffeted a wicker

basket which, decked with some rags, was hailed as the

regent of the Sorbonne!

At this climax of desecration, Arthur succumbed.

When he came slowly to some sense, he felt that a cold

hand was clutching his left wrist ; he fought with it, and,
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awaking, discovered that it was his own numb hand ! He
stared with tired and watering eyes around him.

It came to him that he was still in the tavern of the

Sieve; but it was like a wash-drawing of the gloriously

lighted scene of carnival of the night before. For it was
morning.

A rough, strong man in a sleeveless vest and ragged

boots, was dreamily plying a stable besom to clear up
fragments of broken bottles, crocks and steins; pools of

blood or red wine were being soaked up with fresh, white

river sand ; the seats and tables were replaced as before the

space was given to the ball. Ten or twelve workingmen,

coming home from night labor or going to the day's task,

were drinking with haste at the long counter; several

neighbors had come in with meat on skewers to cook at

the long fire, before which ran a steel spit like a giant's

two-handed sword. Two or three well-dressed men, but

with their clothes soiled by rolling in the gutter, were
muttering as they drank solitarily, though near, and scowl-

ing as if each was a deadly foe. Not one had the slightest

resemblance to the riotous students.

But the tall, dark blade behind the counter was familiar.

It was the host, Orsini.

For one of the neighbors or frequenters, so much at

home as to jest with the publican, cried out

:

"Hey, you diabolical poisoner, Orsini, you keeper of the

branch business of the tempter below, for it takes all the

names I can think of to get you out of your sulks, what's

the news of the day?"

"The day has not fairly begun !" replied the host, with

a sourness of the man up all night.

"Then, the news of the night?"

"Cobbler, stick to your last !" said one of the workmen
at the door, departing.

No doubt the neighbor was a mender of shoes, for his
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own wanted mending badly, and his hands were black

with grease and sticky with wax.

But he took the slur in good part, and, not in the least

understanding the allusion, probably merely a hackneyed

cry to the speaker himself, shouted after him:

"I buried my last in the Michaelmas week. Tell me of

a good-looking lass with a portion for my second wife
!"

"What do you want ?" demanded Orsini again. "Wine ?"

"Richard, the cobbler, has swum in wine," chided a

bystander, in the high boots and oiled-cloth clothes of a

mariner, that is, locally, a Seine waterman; "his nose led

him into your house last night when the mad scholars

were cutting up their didos, and as he never stints when

the liquor is poured out at another's cost, why, do you not

see, he is half-seas over while I am speaking?"

"What does he want, then?" gruffly continued the dark

host, yawning.

"Same as me ; how many souls your patron devil took

into snug harbor this morning?"

Orsini shrugged his pointed shoulders and made a con-

temptuous face, and revolving, set to arranging a miscel-

laneous collection of foreign and native drinking vessels,

looking like booty out of an universal war.

"To speak more C-C-Christianically," hiccoughed the

man of wax ends, "how many dead corpses did the 'long-

shore scavenger pick up on the Seine from the Tower of

Nesle to the Good Men Hospitality ?"

"I keep count of my live customers," still ill-humor-

edly responded the landlord, if this wa a response.

"But the shore brushers drop in here to take the flavor

of their unsavory work out of their mouths," persisted

Richard.

Orsini disdained to speak this time, but with the Italian's

proneness to communicating by gestures, jerked out three

fingers.
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"Three, eh?" interpreted Richard. Then, as if he be-

came the more exasperatingly loquacious as the host was

taciturn, he went on glibly : "Of course, they were all old,

poor and ugly?"

Now, whether Orsini was dull and did not perceive the

coarse sarcasm, or was in his way witty, he replied, a little

bland : "Nay, they were, by the cup of Bacchus ! all three

young, well-born and good-looking!"

"Well and good!" broke in the cobbler, having found

dregs in an unemptied horn and laving his parched mouth

;

"that's the rule," and he winked at Arthur, beginning

faintly to follow this agreeable chat.

"Yea, and it's another claw in the rule for them to be

strangers to the good town of Paris? Eh, Orsini, my
beau?"

Orsini had finished dressing his wares. He deigned to

turn and face his tormentor, saying obligingly

:

"A clerk of the Chatelet said that they had not been in

town more than a week."

"That's the rule," cried Richard and Simon, the water-

man, together, upon which they clinked pots and drank to

the "good of the house"

!

This lugubrious vista on the deeds of darkness in the

town where, by the last moon, the young explorer had seen

all bright and enchanting up to his entrance into this

temple of Silenus, to use his own scholastic phrase, would

have pained him more at another time. But the unwonted

drafts had left the sting in a headache ; he ached all over

and his mouth was like a kiln. He thought of refresh-

ment, but had the second thought that with a host of such

malignant aspect, he could not expect to sleep under his

roof, abandoned by his fellows, without having his pockets

turned out. If the landlord's demeanor had been less

sinister, his man, the one who had disturbed the young

scholar in tidying up the room, was truculent. But to his
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delighted surprise, his little store, owed to the unknown
proprietor of his new garments, was intact.

He was not to know that the custom of the students

was important to the Sieve, and that the brotherhood of

Guny would not fail to withdraw that patronage from a

host who despoiled his callers as a brigand, though no ob-

jection was made to his gains as server of mysterious de-

coctions. Besides, the same fraternity had a way of

wrecking an offending hostel when they ran a tilt through

the town on days of license.

With revived courage, Arthur rapped on the table and

cried out as lustily as possible, but his voice was hoarse

:

"A pot of wine, a slice of pork head-cheese and a loaf of

white bread
!"

The servant came limpingly to the board. Not at his

feeble call, but at a gesture from his master, with a cry

:

"Landry, attend the young sir
!"

All the college youth were "sirs," since the gentle bred

leavened the body.

Landry stood before the boy and contemplated him with

a kind of compassion, not commonly his habit ; but Arthur,

in all the remorse of the first revelry, was pitiable. It

was like an angel fallen ; his wings besmirched by earth

;

his smile wan, his head sinking. His attempt at bragga-

docio deepened the pain in viewing him. It was the de-

mon, after the first whiff of hades, pretending that he

liked the sulphurous air.

On his part, Arthur looked as firmly as he could at the

wine-drawer.

The only Landrys in his mind were two opposite charac-

ters, the Neustrian mayor of the palace, who murdered

King Chilperic at the beck of Queen Fredegonde and the

Saint Landry, bishop of Paris, about 600 A. D., never for-

got, for the university celebrated his festival in June, and

cakes and ale were distributed to the poor scholars.
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This Landry seemed neither saint nor assassin ; he was
one of those old soldiers whose blood had won renown

and lucrative posts for their generals, and a wound, a

lame limb and a chronic bitterness for themselves. Never-

theless, though tapster in this infamous resort, he had not

the sly malevolence and deep ruthlessness of his employer.

Anyway, he had softness in his gray eyes for the juvenile

carouser.

"Friend Landry, I am as dry as a stockfish," repeated

Arthur, with his voice piping with its treble ; "for the love

of Arethusa, who was turned into a fountain, bring me,

to allay my thirst, wine, and a crust, and a sausage end I"

The man went and brought the articles called for with

unusual briskness and set them on the board, which he

brushed with his apron.

"Oh, you need not pay for the snack," said he, kindly,

though bluntly. "We never charge for the set-'em-right

in the morning to those who scattered the cash overnight.

You are entitled to a snack ; but"—he pointed to the great

fire which he had kindled and at which a turnspit dog

was setting the steel rod in revolution, "if you want a

hearty meal, why, you can have a juicy steak which I

recommend before salt and smoked meats."

Arthur had gulped down the wine, and, indeed, the

sausage was less tempting after inhaling the savor from

the divers joints, fowls and cuts which, since the neigh-

bors used Master Orsini's fire as a cook-shop's, were

many and delightful.

He remembered his overnight fancy of the roast pork,

and exclaimed, smiling

:

"Then, as you are no doubt right, old campaigner that

it is plain you are, let me have a cut off that loin of pork
!"

Nibbling the bread, but repulsing the sausage, he re-

signed himself to await the roast. In the meantime, the

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



After the Carouse. 1 1
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gossips bad dwelled on the same topic with the inveteracy

of limited brains.

"The fact is," resumed the cobbler, "this calamity has

this good point, that it is quite the boot on the other leg

to the plague and the king's tax ; it falls on the gentle folk

and overleaps the lowly. That consoles a citizen for the

rates r
"No politics, gentlemen !" observed Orsini, with the

stereotyped tone of the host who has to give warnings

never heeded.

"I thank you, tavern-keeper ; you give us the latest news.

All I want of you, unless in the quality of a foreigner who
dabbles in the black arts like the rest of your tribe, you

can acquaint us with the name of the vampire who requires

so much young and rich blood to prevent his own aging

and coagu Say my young friend, the student, what's

the word for blood-curdling?" and he leered at Arthur.

"Coagulating," was the answer, and the youth blushed

;

"from the Latin, coagulate
"

"A thousand thanks, little lantern of science! Bring

me your boots and I will heel and half sole them at half

price. On my faith as a Richard! though I am only a

rich ard by name! So, devil fly away with this coagu-

lating bloodsucker before his tally of victims is complete
!"

"What should I know of it?" rejoined Orsini, but oddly

enough appearing to wince at this persistent allying him

with the outrages. "If your vampire drinks blood, he

would not come into the Sieve for that beverage
!"

Simon laughed on his side, but he said:

"But I should like to know why it is always below the

Tower of Nesle that the bodies are found, and not above

—

eh, eh?"

The host leaned over his counter, fixed his black eyes

on the questioner, and replied, with impudence

:
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"Because, even in your wonderful France, water does

not run up a river
!"

Arthur added his recovered voice to the round of laugh-

ter, and the workmen to the last went out echoing the

joviality. The young man felt better, as before him had

been set the roast pork, with its succulent crackling, reek-

ing deliriously, and a platter of emerald spinach, on which

was set the two halves of a boiled egg. It was not diffi-

cult to guess that, at one period of his soldierly adven-

tures, Landry had been orderly to a captain of an epicurean

kidney.

"I beg to recommend with that, young sir," he ven-

tured to suggest, "a flask of a sound Suresnes, which I

will go and get out of the bin with my own hand !"

"Willingly; I shall not forget you in the score!" said

Arthur, as if he were inured to "remembering" the atten-

tive waiter.

Having laid his growing appetite, and the pork was ex-

cellent, the scholar fell into a reflective mood. Customers

came in and went out, proving that the day trade in the

Sieve was not to be despised, though the tavern lacked

the crowd of the night tide.

The ghastly tale of the harvest of the river fell into

oblivion, for his immediate concerns pricked him. After

his discovery of his standing, he could not resume the

onerous life of the bursar ; after his depravity of the night,

monstrous to him ;n the day, he could not dwell in the in-

nocent, honest home of good Dame Grecie. What was

there left to him but his brother's arms ? But, now, things

took a different aspect by "Philip" sober appealing from

Philip drunk. Would his brother, even on presentation

of the proofs, which like his purse, had been untouched by

honest Orsini, immediately open those arms and present

him at court—that is, to the court tailor, and have him
arrayed for his share of his lodgings in the royal resi-
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dence? Like all who have to do a novel deed, he thought

it prudent to break the ice. Like all literary students,

also, he thought there was great influence in that palliative

which is not a power—the pen. He would write to his

brother.
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"my brother's keeperV

"Master host!" exclaimed the young guest.

He raised his voice to attract Orsini's attention, but,

perhaps, he only sharpened it, for the tavern-keeper had

been long scrutinizing this adolescent, introduced by his

fellow collegians as a mate, but dressing remarkably rak-

ishly for a mere junior in the halls of learning.

The Italian came around outside the bar and pushed

away Simon and Richard.

"I don't know anything; let me get to my guest!"

He stood questioningly at the table, and was respectful

enough to encourage the youth.

"I wish to know if you have any trustworthy messenger

here who will take a message to the palace of the king?"

"To the Louvre? It is but a fly's skip! Certainly. I

am going to catch a nap, but my man, Landry, can go—
the cook will look after the shop. Besides, it will soon be

the dull hour. We are slack until eleven, when the good

wives bring in their meat and pies to be cooked."

Arthur's head was still humming; he did not listen to

all the information. Landry had come forward on his

master's beckoning.

"Oh, I have lost my tablets!" cried the son of Sor-

bonne, feeling at his side. "Have you the means of

writing?"

"There are such things over there. We have the car-

riers call here who convey goods out and in, and they cor-

rect their waybills at that stand. Ah, when I first came to

Paris, we had to hire a notary for all that scribbling.

Now, the wagoners can do more than make their mark,
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and soon, like your honor, every boy of sixteen will write

letters when a mile from home!"

"Seventeen—nearly !" corrected Arthur, rising and not

very steadily crossing the room to the corner by the stable

yard entrance.

Landry followed him with the "goose step," almost in-

terlocking, to witness the mystic operation of writing a

letter "out of one's own head," addressing and sealing it.

He was at a loss for a sheet of parchment, but, luckily

in his hat, which was tight for him, was a piece of dressed

sheepskin, not very white, but fit for a letter of emergency.

As for pen, there were two or three goose quills, which

required trimming with his dagger. Ink was the lees

of wine which Landry, the obliging, procured from the

cellar. The scrawl did no credit for the pupil of Dame
Grecie, sworn parchementiere to the Sorbonne, it is true,

but it would perhaps have the deeper effect on a brother

done in a fluid like blood and written at a public house by

a homeless cadet.

Folded up so as to be its own wrap, bound with the

unraveling of the hatband, and sealed with wax melted off

an old wine bottle, the epistle was to Landry a masterpiece,

considering that the place, the makeshift and the speed

of the clerk were all against perfection.

He addressed it, with relish of the high and mighty title

which he could so well-groundedly apply, to:

"Sir Walter Daulnay, Captain of the Royal Life Guard,

at the King's Palace of the Louvre, Paris (Town)."

Orsini had lingered at a distance, but he could hear the

young man repeat the direction, since it was vain to the

courier, unable to make out a letter except that the Vs

looked like pikes and the o's like round shields.

"Do the young gentleman's bidding," called out he to his

man. Then, being on the somber backstairs leading to

a midway story, where his bedroom enabled him to spy
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his shop even while resting, he stopped to regard the

young man*

"Writing to Sir Walter," mused he; "methinks, I have

him placed in my mind now ! Either there are more than

one of the pattern or he is the braggart who outfaced that

confounded bullying register and drew on him the head

of our queen. She has laughed twenty times since at the

recalling it! Who is he to write to Sir Walter? Oh, he

has the scent of the poor scholar for a patron and has up

his sleeve a poem to the valiant warrior of the Flemish

campaign ! But now I consider, while the bringing down
of the certain-sure parliamentary scribe makes the queen

laugh, her favorite, the lady of Lamarcq, does not smile;

she is a well of gloomy tranquillity since she gave a ring to

this upstart youth
!"

Suddenly changing his intention to seek repose, he came

down the stairs unnoticed, and secretly slipping out by the

door into the yard, whistled to draw the attention of a

neighbor. She was washing in a vat, catching the roof

drippings. He spoke in a low voice, but impressively,

with her.

He was returning when, at the foot of the stairs, he was
caught by the irrepressible Richard, who said

:

"It is no business of mine, being a shoemaker by trade

and a cobbler by necessity, but a word to give you sound

rest if that is what you are courting, according to habit

!

If my name were Orsini—and I do not like the ring of it

!

—if I were master of this sin-acle (cenacle), as the schol-

ars call it—which Lord forbid ! since I should be poisoned

in three days ! If my windows looked out on the old Tower
of Nesle as your'n do, which windows and tower for all

I care may be thunderstruck ! I would not pass one night,

though that the shortest of the year, in looking out and
listening to what goes on over there ; or, if I did, for we
are the sons of MUtreas Eve, mother of curiosity, I would
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know in the morning what to answer when my customers

hungered to know why the river has more dead men to

come to the hook than trout 1"

Oram's eyes flashed rage as if to wither the annoyer up,

but judging that he was dealing with a sot, he replied, not

too viciously:

"I keep a tavern and not watch over my neighbors.

When you want a drink, come to me, but for news—turn

to the gossips 1"

"Oh, you go to the deuce, unsociable neighbor I" but

still clinging to his sleeve.

"Very good!" said the Italian, with forced suavity

j

"only, unless you wish to go with me, pray let go my
jacket!"

"By the seven-leagued boots of the giant Gomagog!"
replied Richard, struck by the pure logic of this retort,

"you are right." He released him. "I will have another

cup after that. A host with such common sense deserves

my patronage!" and he returned to the bar.

Orsini at last went to his room, a mere box.

Arthur handed the missive to the tapster, and said,

his voice becoming sweet again and quite pleasing

:

"My friend Landry, take this silver piece, of which only

by weight I conjecture the value, for yourself "

"It is a half sequin," interrupted the old soldier, "and

a handsome present for a short jaunt like that, young

master !"

"To the Louvre, and ask for the Capt. Walter Daulnay.

Let him have this from hand to hand, if you can manage

it."

The soldier winked his drooping eye, and responded

with confidence:

"No fear but that will come so ! We old soldiers under-

stand each other—I mean, the gentlemen guardsmen on

duty. I have but to make the sign that the message is
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from a lady, you see ! and they will have me shown in to

the captain's presence
!"

"The means do not matter, but the end is all in all!"

said the youngster, with a borrowed world-knowledge.

Landry spoke with the cook, who, with his boy, was left

in charge, and briskly hobbled out of the tavern and was

heard stamping up the street.

Relieved of the somewhat dampening supervision of

the master, Richard saluted a customer who entered and

said, with his hail-fellow manner

:

"How does my good Tournon of Montlery do this

morning? I will have your gaiters patched by Sunday,

without fail, so you can be presentable at the first mass.

Where have you been rolling, to look as if your cheek

wanted patching as much as your gaiters ?"

The man from Montlery certainly had the appearance of

having been wallowing in the gutter. He whisked himself

with a handful of rushes off the floor, and answered not

very sulkily considering his mishap:

"From being nearly broken on the wheel
!"

"Already?" said Simon, jocularly. "What did they

catch you doing at last, old rapscallion?"

"When I say broken on the wheel, I mean under it!

The queen was out in a newfangled litter on wheels, like

an ox cart for corn in the part where I hailed from, and

I was pushed under the pole by the Parisians. What
gawks they are for anything new! I should have been

flattened like a gauffer cake but for the horse stopping,

but no sooner had the spearmen dragged me out of the

way than the captain of the guards, as if I had designed

to overset the queen, stooped over the saddle bow and

tossed me, like a sheaf of grain, aside. This was not

without my being muddied to the neck! Confound all

wheeled vehicles and captains of horse
!"

"Well, I do not know what the captains of guards are
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now, but when Capt. Marigny was in that post and he up-

set me into the kennel, what did he do? Gave me——"
"His successor gave me a box on the ear with his

gauntlet 1" moaned Tournon.

"Lord Marigny gave me a gold tester !"

"And called me a dog !" continued the Monttery man.

"What ! did you do nothing to the horse ?" said Rich-

ard, playing with his cutting knife.

"What ! did you say nothing to the rider?" added Simon

in the same key of indignant surprise.

"Well," said the countryman, hurt that he should be

thought less resentful than a Parisian, "I stuck my whit-

tle two fingers deep in the horse's flank and I called the

Capt. Walter Daulnay an upstart, and I made my escape

on the run
!"

Arthur felt his cheek burn. Perhaps, the Suresnes wine

recommended by Landry was of too potent a vintage for

his age; as it was, he arose, and, fixing his flashing eye

on the Montlery man, cried in a voice quaking with anger:

"Who says Sir Walter Daulnay, hero of the Flanders

wars, is an upstart?"

"Why, I did, little man!" returned Tournon, seeing

how insignificant was the interrupter. "I did not all my
say, either, in calling him an upstart. A captain of the

royal guards in six months! How now? If I had not

been overawed by his troop being by, I might have poured

more out of my vial of wrath, as the priests say I I

should
"

"What would you have done ?" said the youth, coming

into the midst of the taproom and laying his hand on the

long, thin "tuck" with the action he had noticed among
men-at-arms.

"I should have repeated what is the worn byword at

court and beyond—if this Sir Walter has a claim to the

'sir' let him state his parentage ; if a claim to be captain of
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the king's guards, let him decline his pretensions. A
knight, forsooth!" went on he, emboldened by the silent

approval of his fellows and by the youth bearing his tirade

with more calm. "A knight without a pedigree! If he

be proud of his father's name, let him proclaim him ; if of

his mother's, let him name her
!"

Arthur had enough command not to execute his first in-

tention of flying at the man with his knife, but he re-

treated only a step to his table to take up the goblet of

wine and throw what was left of it in the provoker's face,

washing a little of the dust off.

"In short," blubbered Tournon, continuing his speech,

though the dash cooled his ardor, "this Sir Walter is a do-

nothing !"

"You lie in your throat, foul-mouthed one!" cried the

boy, taking him by the collar, for which he had to stand

on tiptoe.

Whether the man had been weakened by his fall or

Arthur strengthened factitiously by the wine, he had such

advantage that the man dropped on his knees, and, with-

out begging release, called out piteously:

"My friends, help me against this little hedgehog!"

Bravery and cowardice were relative matters in that

epoch; class ruling so that the inferiors thought no un-

manliness lay in defeating the superior, generally better

armed, if only by numbers. So the customers, idlers,

workmen out of work, artisans like Richard who wasted

more time in the wine dealer's than over the hammer and

knife, conjoined to snatch their mate from the boyish but

tenacious grasp, and beat him back.

Like Simon and Richard, they all carried side knives,

and, drawing them, surrounded Arthur except for the

table against which he was hurled. Nothing daunted, he

drew his long, fine sword as if used to its handling, and
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fell on guard after a fashion the more dangerous as it was

awkward.

He was confused, though, in the semicircle of glitter-

ing steel, as the ring roared : "Death to the fopling ! On,

on the gentleman ! Down with the minion
!"

It might be complimentary, for they seemed not to see

the scholar but a hanger-on of the court.

Age matters not to the body with a manly spirit; it

might be another voice than his own which spoke for him,

with his unblanching lips, as he confronted them ; Landry

himself never withstood such taproom quarrelers with a

sterner front, and of better : "Hold, loons ! Bear in mind

that my larding needle is longer than your carver's metal."

"Press on him, lads!" retorted Tournon, licking his

beard of the wine; "we have ten points to his one!"

"Cut out his soul!" said the cobbler, without an idea

that he was making a professional pun.

"Let us teach these pages not to shove their oars in
!"

added Simon.

And all, flourishing their cutters, closed in upon the

youth not dexterous in using a sword at short range or any

other way.

Luckily, all were so mixed up and their arms inter-

locked for a space that nothing but scratches could be

inflicted.

The uproar had brought Orsini to his bedroom door,

but he was too wary a host to interfere with his guests

when diverting themselves. On the other hand, a man
who had been upstairs, as a lodger, sleeping after the

night's fatigues, appeared on the threshold, wearing the

offended and choleric air of a sleeper defrauded of the

morning second sleep by an unpardonable brawl.

He was wrapped in his cloak, probably used as a bed-

spread, which he somewhat methodically threw off upon a

chair, and drawing a sword so long that Arthur's was but

a toothpick in comparison, walked into the affray.
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CHAPTER XIII.

"the grand duke/'

"Ten to one !" ejaculated the intervener, promptly profit-

ing by this confusion of a reinforcement flung beside the

lone combatant next Arthur. "Ten scatterlings against

one gentleman, and he a callow youth ; it's five too many !"

'This is murder! Help, help! Where's the watch?"

chorused the astonished crew, recoiling from the two

blades and falling over the settees in their haste.

The landlord thought it meet that he should come down
the stairs.

Arthur looked at his intermediary, by whose appear-

ance the ten or twelve had been appalled. Certainly, his

aspect was formidable—nay, horrific; but that was not

what stupefied him. Though much like the strange figure

he had seen enter the tavern overnight, but who had not to

his remembrance reappeared in the hurly-burly, it had less

likeness to his master, the grave Prof. Buridan. But

that was the name on his lips as he thanked with an elo-

quent eye the timely deliverer.

"Cerebus to old Hairy," said the stranger, familiarly

and authoritatively to the landlord, who bowed to him,

"shut all those doors and spring to it lively ! Let not one

of those rudesters go forth to spread an alarm! They
have offended the regulation among all honorable drinkers

that a man is to be untroubled in his inn
!"

Orsini must have appreciated this law, for he secured

the door as nimbly as if he were locking out the rabble,

not confining them.

"You oafs," whispered he to Simon and Richard, as he
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passed them, to block up another outlet, "you ought to

know the 'grand dukeM"

"The grand duke?" they reiterated, but several under-

stood the title and conveyed the intelligence to the rest.

"The grand duke !" also repeated Arthur, the more as-

tonished, as he should as soon have expected this double

of his teacher to be greeted as the patriarch of Jerusalem.

Meanwhile, "grand duke" or simple lecturer of Cluny,

the rescuer directed a scathing gaze on the huddled-up

retreaters, and said:

"You were in the wrong, lobworms !"

"My shoes pinched me so that I did not know what I

was doing," acknowledged the cobbler.

"I went out of my depth, my lord !" meekly added the

waterman.

"Yes, yes," said all the others. "We blundered."

"Since you own up, we will extend our pardon ! Bow
to my young subject since he became one of our realm

last night 1 And stay where you are at table if you like to

drink a round out of the purse of the Grand Duke of

Ribaldry. This is our table—keep at a respectful dis-

tance! Orsini, a bottle of the best I"

He sheathed his terribly long sword and Arthur put

up his with less celerity from want of practice.

"The grand duke" smiled at this awkwardness, saying

merrily

:

"Quick to bear arms, slow to forbear? What a prickly

porcupine indeed have we here—but you carried the steel

well ! If you had managed the quill for Dame Grecie as

handsomely you would be fit to carry on the business in

Parchment Street
!"

"Then you are Bur "

"If you had remembered the ceremony of last eve

—

the initiation of recruits into the Order of Disorder, the

Sporters in the Dusk—you would not see in me, out of
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school, other than the king bird, chief of the owls, the

grand duke! Younker, the king of the night birds is

called the grand duke 1" and he touched on his cap two
owl's feathers which formed, by arching to touch, a kind

of crescent crest.

Arthur blushed ; one of the lessons in ornithology upon

birds of prey must have imparted this knowledge, but his

brain was still dizzy, or rather the advent of Prof. Buri-

dan upon the scene, master of thieves' slang, and proper

to hector an innkeeper of Master Oram's inveteracy in

vice, redoubled his unsteady impressions.

"Where's my friend Landry?" asked Buridan-Ribald,

stretching out his long legs as much at home under this

board as the preceptors' council table.

"Out on an errand, sir," replied the host, "for this

young friend of your honor!" apologetically.

The men whom he had also served, drank morosely

under this compulsion and hardly dared glance over at

the couple.

"This tap is not so bad," said Buridan, drinking as full

as if he had not figured in the midnight libations. Then,

whirling around with his stool with him, and frowning,

he darted a furious look at Simon, who had breathed a

criticism of their treatment to the cobbler, and growled

:

"Do I hear even a muttering over there?"

"Not a syllabus!" answered Richard, tremulously.

Arthur had not taken his gaze off his friend. When
he faced him again, as if encouraged by the prime wine

which for this potent patron had been brought out of a

bin not even known to Landry, he said in a gentle tone,

but full of feeling:

"Dear master mine, you have saved me from a dire

dilemma, and I hope I may live to repay you!"

"My brave little pupil, give me your hand !" He shook

it with heartiness. "There, you are a man now after last
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night ! And that is how a brave man pays such services.

Only, it strikes me that I am deficient in the power of pre-

science attributed to me in that I did not teach you to

handle the sword instead of the eraser 1"

Buridan lifted his second brimmer.

"To your long life ! Two pots around for those knaves,"

he added, lordly, to the host on seeing the customers felt

irksome and half arose to sneak out. "Toss that off to

my health and this gentleman's! Now," he proceeded,

gravely, to the other, who would taste no more, "what

does this mean that you are here in the most villainous

resort in all town, at an hour when you should be in your

class?"

A day before, the person addressed by such a taunt

would have hung his head literally like a whipped school-

boy ; now Arthur held it up impudently, and replied

:

"I have done with the schooling—I have gone into an-

other class, sir ! To tell you truth, and did I ever withhold

any of my hopes, and fears, and feelings from my vener-

ated master? I have been told of my parentage. I am
not a plain Arthur, without kin. Indeed, I am Philip

Daulnay "

"Daulnay?" echoed Buridan, as though he appreciated

the claim as a high one.

"I seek fortune, not lonely, but from a helping hand.

My brother's."

"Then you have a brother in "

"The Daulnay—Sir Walter "

"Not the new captain of the king's house?" This time

Buridan was affected if only by astonishment.

"Capt. Daulnay, of the royal guards, is my elder

brother," answered the youth, with confidence and pride.

He raised his voice so that, for one, the host, listening

with his back turned, could have heard him.
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Buridan made a sign of hushing him, and in a lower

voice for himself, replied:

"You will succeed, young sir ; for the queen can refuse

the knight nothing
"

"Your tongue slips you—you mean the king—unless, as

it ought to be, it is the same thing."

"Learn, my boy, that it is far from the same thing.

Recur to your history, but, I forget, you have thrown your

literary baggage overboard to cruise after pleasures of the

court ! The pleasures of the court 1" he said, half to him-

self, most acridly. "King and queen counterbalance, or

else a monarchy would be intolerable, and we should have

the republic of the Platonists ! But let that pass
"

Orsini had gone among the drinkers as if he had heard

the gist of the two Cluny students' discourse. He spoke to

two or three, whereupon, as if his hint was more soporific

than his liquors, these nodded off, overpowered. The
others stole out of the side door which he noiselessly

opened.

At the same moment as the host passed a window at the

back, scarcely more than an airhole, he saw a figure glide

toward it. There was on the street a recess here useful

for foot passengers who wished to avoid the crush. In

this case it was justifiable to hug the wall of the Sieve,

since the cowled and muffled-up figure was a woman's.

Orsini nodded, and, thrusting his head out so that the

frame surrounded it, he accosted her.

"Hist, Bab!" he said, faintly.

"Master?" An old face presented itself in the shadow

of the hood. The two faces almost touched in the deep

embrasure.

"Lose not a word. In here is a prize, or I am blind to

the gleam of blood-money ! Dame Baboline, it is the man
on whom I have long had my eyes, though not one of the

hounds have lit on his trace. It is, I'll be sworn, the fel-
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low who wrote those letters to the king which have en-

lightened him on the stealings of Lord Marigny of the

finances; the same who inveighs against our queen; the

same who will lay bare the secrets of the Tower of Nesle

unless he is silenced. You must entice him there—in the

old manner, you know ! This night, too ! The queen must

sound him, and if I guess aright, the hand which used that

spiteful pen will be cold in the current!"

He having slightly withdrawn his head, she peered

within, having excellent eyes for her age.

"That young clerk ?" she said, dubiously.

"No, no, the other ! with the sharp nose
!"

"He looks like a soldier of fortune
!"

"Looks are deceiving! for you and I—but never mind

us small fry!"

"But he does not look the clerk—the counselor on state

affairs
"

"This is his mask as king of the Ribalds. He is a doc-

tor over at Quny, but in his loose hours, the grand duke,

the chief of the night owls ! He wrote those letters, since

reading which the king has not slept twice in the same

bedroom !"

"If we could get my lord to sleep one night in the

Nesle mansion," suggested our old acquaintance, Babo-

line, with a dry laugh. "They sleep long who close their

eyes there
!"

"Con over your decoying phrase ! I will part the two
so that you can talk to your gentleman alone ! Steady

and wary, for this is a royal fish, and after a haul like

that I count on retiring into Italy
!"

"As you have for a time past measure ! Oh, the devil

baits his hook with 'One more coup and you may retire

from my service'
!"

"Go! and await at the door cm the Merry Men's Lane."
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Buridan and his pupil, become his friend, were still

, chatting frankly.

"So you have made the acquaintance of my old com-

rade, Landry? A hard knot, but he will burn well and long

when kindled!"

"I sent him to the Louvre, My brother must be on

guard there, and I wrote a note for him to meet me here.

I," he faltered, "had the courage last night to have en-

tered the palace, but not all the wine below will furnish

the spirit now! How dreadful the trial, to which the

treading of red-hot plowshares were a skipping of a

brook!"

"You were never more right! I myself would sooner

run the gantlet of a starved garrison than the rows of

perfumed courtiers and fine ladies in the palace. But

your brother will hardly come to a pestiferous hole like

..this?"

"If he is truly my brother he will! Would I not meet

him anywhere ?"

"Oh, a student—no, you are no longer that—a stray

like you and the king's captain
"

"Ah, you know not what brotherly love is, teacher!

He will come !"

, "Landry is the man to fetch him, pickaback !" laughed

Buridan.

The laugh sounded falsely in the loneliness. The cus-

tomers had gone, saving the few in slumber, with their

heads on their arms and they on the table.

"Speak on, dear master/' said the young man. "Their

absence leaves us free."

"What are we to speak about henceforth? You have

denounced yourself. I am also bearer of a double name,

but I am of two characters, not one, like you. To the

studious and the rectors I am Jehan Buridan, the sapient

doctor, but to 'the truants' their grand duke, the ring-
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leader in distractions reprehended eventually by those who
violently participate in them—when they shall be a few

years older ! I am a chameleon. I, my poor Arth—Philip,

did you not say?—I am without illusions; you enjoy

more than my share, too, and welcome !"

He had pulled his cap awry.

"I was a page at the court, amid laces, glitter, plumes,

jewels, steel breastplates and bouquets ! It was the draft

of champagne of life

!

"I went to the wars—a forest of lances, a grove of

swords, the thunder of cavalry, the flourish of ensanguined

standards wrenched from the stiffening grasp; glory

smothering in blood ! the red wine of carnage

!

"I was seated in the doctoral chair, a celebrity of the

schools, and I turned over leaves innumerable as the sands

by the sea; and all these letters form a network through

the interstices of which one thing only is clear—that, be-

yond all the maze, in the unattainable cipher is the key

which no one will ever use!

"I am leader of the frivolous, the devil-may-care and

the free. What is the end of the jollity?"—he pointed to

his wine cup emptied and upset, with a drop or two tric-

kling out—"The void!"

Arthur's throbbing of the head had left him, but he had

not the aptitude to reply to this bitter philosophy.

"So, variety, though each new phase ends likewise.

Like you, youngster, I am going to court
!"

"You ! Oh, you have made friends, also, there?"

"Make friends at court? Alas! to advance at court

make foes ; they will assist you to climb to the pinnacle as

the Romans pushed one up the Tarpeian Rock, that your

fall should be fatal and the more crushing when you trip

!

But I shall go to the palace none the less."
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THE TWO TRYSTS.

"Ah !" sighed the young man, "if you go to the palace,

you go backed by experience, incalculable wealth of sci-

ence, your infinite resources
!"

"As your reliance is on your heart," rebuked Buridan,

"mine is solely in my head. I will tell you, to whom I

have the penchant one has for a younger child, a teacher's

for his favorite and most promising scholar, the apostle

for the disciple, the captain for the soldier who bids fair

to snatch the banner from his palsied hand and carry it

farther toward the foe," pursued he, with tender, amiable

gaze, "I will tell you, Philip Daulnay, what I reckon upon.

"The queen of France and I are much of an age. But
I have passed through vicissitudes which no woman may
imagine. I look to be of the age her father might appear

if he had lived to see her crowned. Duke Robert, of

Burgundy, the good! He might have been suzerain of

Cockaigne, for the blessed ruler of the happy landl Do
you know of that duchy which is quite a kingdom? Duke
Robert was murdered in his morning toilet, while dress-

ing to receive King Philip of France's ambassador. Yes,

that is the king after whom your father named you. His

son was espoused to the duke's daughter when I was page

at that court. Now as much as Duke Robert was frank

and genial, the Princess Marguerite was close and not

given to expand like the rose to delight all beholders. A
secret sprang up between this lady and the page petted by

her sire, and—and—well—we have a secret here, between

princess and page, you hear me? which is my lever to for-
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tune's rarely penetrable treasure-cavern door ! She being

queen of France, young sir 1"

"Fortune favor, kind director!" said Arthur, patting

his elder playfully on the shoulder.

"The same wish to you, sprimgald !" and he paternally

patted him on the head.

They had conferred in suppressed voices, for the talk

was important. On the brink of that precipice, called

palace favor, one hushes the breath lest its light puff brings

down the avalanche.

But the cosmopolitan wanderer, who had been a soldier,

was not surprised ; alert as the Arab from whose arts he

had learned to fling the dart, to ride the barb and seek the

chemicals' yield in alembic and crucible, Buridan turned.

He perceived that a beggar woman had crawled in after

the fashion of those wretches who frequent drinking places

to drain the "heeltaps" and pick the pockets of sleepers.

Encaped, hooded, her feet hidden by trailing rags, she

sent before a shudder of repulsion. Even Arthur did not

feel the compassion which his youth should have inspired.

Nevertheless, he was about to probe in his pouch for a

coin when she held up a hand, wrinkled it is true, but

white and carefully kept. This beggarly wrap was a dis-

guise. The visitor in the Sieve might not be a Danaides,

that is, a king's daiighter, but she might be a king's

daughter's Abigail.

If the young novice in Paris did not guess these things,

his companion knew them. More to the purpose, it was to

him that the intruder made a crook of the finger, and as

soon as he fixed his eyes on her, she said in a low but im-

pressive voice:

"Bold captain "

"What is your will, mistress of dulcitude?" he said, in

a bantering way, but appreciating a marked solemnity in

her address.
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"To have you listen to two words in the chimney cor-

ner, chevalier!"

"Why not in the middle of the hall ?" queried Buridan,

but he concluded from the landlord not having instantly

ordered the supposed mendicant to cease molesting good

customers, that she was to him in some sort privileged.

Not having the highest opinion of Master Orsini, he did

not let this reasoning exalt the woman, but he dissembled

and relented. His attitude leaned him toward her and

aloof from his young friend.

"Because there are two words to say and not for four

ears to hear!" indicating Arthur by a jerk of the elbow

protruding her cloak.

Arthur, though interested by the mystery in this pro-

ceeding, politely waived his dues as Buridan's companion,

and the two moved up into the dark of the taproom.

"Out with it 1" cried the professor, instantly. "Is it the

commonplace jargon of a lady who keeps a lansquenet

card party in her rooms, where the chevalier of the watch

dare not intrude ? for I warn you the invitation is useless

!

I no more believe in cards than in dice ! Between devil's

bones and devil's books, not a hair's breadth!"

"I am a poor crone, but I am past the age to lend myself

to such unhallowed devices !" whined the old creature. "If

a woman has been chosen to carry an invitation to a tryst,

it is because the true errand would not then be smelled

out!"

"Ah, it is an errand ?"

"And a notable, you will see! The receiver of the

shafts of Sagittarius
"

"The shafts of the archer?" and the man started and

trembled, which was a new sensation in him.

"Wishes to see and treat with the deliverer of those

shafts and learn what more he has in the quiver."

"Ho ! Let us hear the rest of your message, which you
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patter as it were a sentence got by rote ! It is not every-

where and at any time that an archer carrying deadly

shafts goes to show, as you put it, what more he keeps in

his quiver for his defense and the striking down of the

foes of the crown !"

"Who can doubt that he is safe when his appointment

to meet his correspondent is within the king's own
house

"

"The Louvre Palace?"'

"The Louvre. You are to be under the second tower of

the Louvre at curfew belling
!"

Buridan meditated; it was vain that he had tried to

read anything in those eyes, deep set and deeper in the

hood shade ; and the voice, too, told him nothing. It was

an old woman's. As for the message, it had the stamp

of a truth not known, as he thought, to many.

"You may say Sagittarius will be there. As for the ar-

rows in his quiver/' he added, without caring whether his

postscript were heard or not, "it does not follow he will

carry those particular weapons with him !"

The messenger seemed satisfied. If she paused for the

moment, it was to collect her speech for the final instruc-

tions ; she might not be sure of her wits, poor old dame

!

"Oh, a man will come to you, captain, who will say:

Tarius!' To which "

"I will answer : 'Sagit V This is simple as a proposition

in the first book of Euclid! Is that all?"

"All but—when you handle your recompense for the

shafts shot and those unused, remember the poor old soul

who was the go-between
!"

"I will do that, now !"

"No; out of the other's pouch ! I like the pieces stamped

by the scepter handle, not the sword hilt !" and with a kind

of laugh not cheerful, she resumed her cringing attitude,
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made a courtesy in mockery to Orsini, as for his permis-

sion to beg of his guests, and was gone from sight.

Buridan, cogitating, remained as if transfixed by one

of the arrows spoken of, metaphorically, no doubt. Arthur

had to come to him, which he did gently, and touching him

on the arm, said with his soothing, apologetic voice as a

pupil to his master in a problem

:

"My master, it does not seem that that courier of Don
Cupid brought you cheer and pleasure

!"

"That is as it may be!"

Arthur did not know whether to question or not, but

he was saved from the perplexity. The arch of the St.

Honore gate echoed with a tremendous rattle of hoofs

and clattering of harness of men-of-war. Several horse-

men galloped through, crying out some talismanic word
which caused the gate wards to throw themselves to one

side and the other. This fiery troop rode straight at the

Sieve as though to plunge in at the main doors. But

with equestrian skill and the irrepressible vainglory of

the choice cavalry to be a center of popular admiration,

reined in so that the foaming mouths of the chargers

almost brushed the cobwebs from the cornice.

Two of the riders jumped cleverly off the saddle, and

one hastened to hold the stirrup officially for the chief

who, with contempt for the aid, leaped to the ground.

"Walter! Sir Walter!" cried Arthur, gleefully, and

forgetting all. "It is Daulnay !" Then remembering who
was by and his doubts, he added merrily: "You see, sir,

he would come to this hole for his brother's sake
!"

The cavalier who approached the door was young and

impatient, and perhaps needed no spur to his natural

quickness; he kicked the door open and entered as if

charging through a breach in a castle wall.

At the door he flung off his horseman's cloak and

standing, to recover in the eyes from the shock of leaving
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the afternoon sunshine for this interior obscurity, he

stared.

But Arthur perceived the halt, and opening his arms,

rushed forward, crying in a tone of perfect felicity

:

"This way—it is I, your brother Philip
!"

In a moment the two had met. Their hands met, too,

as if they had eyes of their own or the attraction was

supreme.

"You see, master," said the younger Daulnay, turning

his head, but keeping the knight clasped to him, "he needed

no proofs sworn to and stamped by the courts!"

"So, so, God be thanked—this is my little Philip!"

Walter led the other like a child to the settee nearest and

forced him to sit beside him. He looked at him long, too

full of emotion to speak a word. He seemed to analyze

the lineaments.

Buridan had not a doubt ; there was a likeness palpable.

Meanwhile, the younger, trying to repress the trem-

bling of the lip which foretells unbounded tears of joy,

drew the documents confided to him by Dame Grecie and

tried to force them upon Walter.

"It is he; it is Philip!" said the knight. "This is his

mother's trait ; that is his father's ! It is Philip !" Then,

endeavoring to be stern as became the elder, he said : "Do

you know, sir, that they would have had me believe that

you were put in the school at Douai for the preparation

of the missionaries to the land beyond the pale, and that

if ever I sought to see you it would be at the cost of a jour-

ney into Palestine? Then, too, you would be in a mon-

astery builded on a rock—Horeb or Sinai, what do I know

of such things ?—where there are no doors ; the praying

monks are immured on the height forever ! If I were to

see my brother, it would be a glimpse from below, for only

provisions go to them from the outer world, by a basket

hoisted up—but what am I saying?—it was a lie which my
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poor father believed and it gave an added pain to him

on the deathbed of the battlefield. When he handed me
his sword on Furnes Field, it was with a good-by to little

Philip! He always held you as little, and I, though you

are tall without being too lusty! But, sir stranger, the

Daulnay is all here
!"

He embraced Philip Daulnay—as we should call him

hereafter—as if the bystander might seek to part them.

"Who is this man ?" inquired he.

Buridan tried to reply, but his voice was choked; this

spontaneous union of the two Daulnays was so human,

devoid of any social and petty cavil, that it touched him

where he dreaded his heart was a cinder.

"This is a friend who has been my teacher, my father

and my adviser, up to this hour. Then, he saved my life

as he had saved me from the death of ignorance! He
is

"

"You can name me to him," lowly said the professor.

"He is my dear master in all that will be serviceable to

me in this life; for the hood does not always cover the

pious, and his garb is misleading. It is the wise Dr.

Buridan, professor of philosophy and many an 'ophy be-

sides, proctor for the Picardy nation in the university,

scoliast and scholastic, but if he had only done me the

service of this past hour it would be one to treasure and

pay the interest of in friendly tokens all my time ; for dis-

charge myself of it in entirety I can never! In short,"

for he saw that the soldier regarded his somewhat pedantic

language as tiresome, "he plucked me out of the greasy

hands of a pack of street curs, on whom I sent the lie and

a dash of wine lees because—because they defamed you,

my brother the knight
!"

Walter took the gaunt reveler-lecturer by the hand.

"Why, as St. David be my witness! I thank you for

myself and my brother dear. When Walter Daulnay can
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be of good use to you, master, use him as you would a

sound sword, whoop to him and he will, to assist you in

your plight, leave his mother's grave, his ladylove's side,

his king's line of battle, and almost the church aisle to give

you his blood or his life freely as now his hand 1"

Philip bowed at the same time and they seemed moved
by the same spring.

"You have a deep love for each other," said the teacher;

"it has only smoldered to burn up with a hot flame by

your long parting."

"I do not know why," responded the older Daulnay, "but

I have always hungered for this other self. I saw him, but

in visions, as one sees the guardian angel, but I was sure

that he had existence somewhere and that he could not

die without the same pang checking my heart. So that we
who had not met on this earth, would meet, in spirit, as we
winged our same way to Paradise ! I never had a com-

panion-in-arms, but having Philip now, it is share and

share alike—my sudden fortune, my goods, my purse, my
horses, my arms and my love ! You can claim of me all

that he promises. But I broke abruptly from my duty to

embrace my brother. We must meet again, Master Buri-

dan! As for Philip, let us go over the documents to-

gether and have them filed, so that all the world may know
that I have a brother. My Benjamin," continued he,

"come, if only because you must not linger here to be

exposed to the vengeance of those ruffians."

"One moment," said the young Daulnay, for he spied

Landry without, who had been outraced by the knight,

his horse vastly superior to the crippled veteran in this

rendezvous. "It seems to me that this man has a word on
the quiet for me !"

Walter gave Buridan an inquiring look; it was clear

that he rated his cadet's worldly knowledge very low.

"It's the tapster here," explained Buridan, "but he is also
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an old soldier who served under my colors—I thick we
can trust the sprig of the Daulnay tree to him !"

"Do you come my way?"

"In faith, I am bound to the Louvre; but I have no in-

clination to borrow a horse of your legionaries for so

short a space!"

He went out of the tavern with the captain, who let

his eyes dwell on Philip while within range.

"You have executed your mission to the crown 1" said

the young man, with a beaming face. "This gold crown

is, also, for you. But you have not wholly relieved your-

self of your burden ?"

Landry glanced at his master, busy with comparing the

tallies of wood on which nicks of a knife indicated so

many drinks or bottles ; as for the men, whose sleep was

so like drunken stupor, they were as familiar a sight as the

pillars supporting the ceiling.

"Why, sir, as I was passing the long green ditch which

borders the old orchard
"

"Planted by King Louis the Young .in 1138 or '9,"

was the student's involuntary "gloss."

"Very good, sirl A woman came out from under an

old pippin stump and detained me. Said she: 'You are

the squire of the young Daulnay, as he is announced to

his brother, our bebonair captain of guards?' I neither

hemmed nor hawed ; I have a fear of persons who get hold

of the news which does not meddle with them, too soon

!

and I had not more than spoke to Sir Walter before he

bounded off, crying: 'My horse and the captain's guard
!'

"

"That was odd! but I have heard that a palace is all

ears—as witness, the tyrant of Syracuse's "

"Oh, sir, I accuse no one, for the woman I think meant

nothing but kindness. She said: 'Since you are of the

Daulnay household, I am right. It is a word from my
mistress, a young lady in the queen's train.' She noticed

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



The Two Trysts. 139

that because you were a poor scholar, you did not receive

the reward of merit on the great award day over at the

university, and she, the mistress, not the queen, look

you ! made up for the default by bestowing on you, being

a poor scholar called Arthur
"

Philip's face glowed more brightly than even at his

brother's accepting his assertion without proof.

"A young lady, in the queen's retinue? Ah! go onl

She rewarded me, but What did this waiting-woman

say was the reward from her mistress' hand—say that,

and I might believe this incredible fable
!"

"She said—she said: 'If the poor scholar wishes the

ring for the other finger, let him be at the corner of Froid-

mantel Street at curfew this night, and follow the person

who will show that match,'

"

"Why, you old wreck of battle, I could embrace you

!

But you know all the blazons as all the signs hanging out

in Paris, I do not doubt. Did not this woman wear some

insignia, some badge, some token by which you could tell

her house?"

"Alack! I am no pursuivant to keep trace of heraldic

creations, sir; but I think she had, on a clasp, a white

cross on red, not unlike that of Burgundy "

"Lamarcq ! the holy mark !" exclaimed poor Philip, his

doubts settled. "I thank you—that's the biggest gold

piece in my fob. Master Buri—that is, 'the grand duke'

—

has lauded you as a fine old soldier ! If that is done for me
which I am promised by my brother, I shall keep my
man, and I would be glad to treat with you, friend Lan-

dry, for your wearing the Daulnay alder tree on your

sleeve!"

"May I never serve a less generous master!" replied

Landry, but with a kind of a sigh and an enigmatical

look toward the gloomy host of the Sieve.

"But this Froidmantel Street?" asked the youth quickly.
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"Oh, it is not three paces from the palace, and you

could tell it by the walk, which was greensward till it

became blasted. Strange thing, my master, but while

most grass grows the better for being left alone for a

space, this all deadens—they say that it was trodden on

by the specter of the barber
"

"What barber?" idly.

"Don't you know that, when you know so much?
Pierre of the Brush, barber to King St, Louis, save the

mark! for he slew the Queen Mary of Brabant with his

razor!" and Landry crossed himself, which was not his

habit.

Philip could not repress a shudder, for this recollection

was not good augury for the trysting point. But bravely

he said:

"What's the odds? I shall be there, at Froidmantel

Street!"

Soon after having supped a little for the sake of Orsini's

hospitality, of which he expected never more to partake,

spiced as it was with knife cuts ! Philip Daulnay quitted

the Sieve and took up his route.

Hardly had the door closed after him than Orsini shook

off his languor like a nocturnal beast of prey aroused for

the hunt, and arousing the men from their sluggishness

with a whistle sound, called out to them and Landry

:

"Shut up shop! The students had such a regale last

night that they will not break bounds for a week to come

—

to say nothing about they will not have a penny in the

purse. There is work cut out for us at the Tower of

Nesle!"
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CHAPTER XV.

OF NESLE.

For a long period the tower of the Nesle family man-

sion was a landmark of Paris. One would think that its

red cement between the huge, gray stones was of blood

and held it down with unshaken tenacity.*

The site now occupied by the Institute of France, on

the Seine's left bank, opposite the Louvre Palace, was the

property of a famous line. One lord, a constable of

France, was killed in the Courtrai Battle in 1302. But

over a century preceding, St. Pol, a castellan of Bruges,

sold the land to King St. Louis, who gave it to his consort,

Blanche of Castille. It was used for pious purposes, and

the queen could not have foreseen that, by way of contrast,

King Philip, the Tall, would buy it of Amaury Nesle, to

bestow it on his wife in 1308.

In the time of which we treat, it covered, like an im-

mense snake, quite a stretch of grounds. It had an elbow

jutting out into the river and making a point dangerous

for boating. On its ruins are built the Mint, Mazarin's

mausoleum, and other architectural features which will

never have its terrible associations.

It had rich gardens and woody lanes, and the fruit

The Tower of Nesle, on account of this work of Dumas, be-
came linked with his name in the same way as "Notre Dame" to
Hugo by his story of that name. While a stone stood and
crumbled on the river bank, citizens recounted Dumas' interpreta-
tion of the old tale, and recited Villon's lines: "And so we ask
where is the queen who ordered that bold Buridan should in a
sack drown in the Seine?" When the last vestige disappeared,
the locality was pointed to, and at each exhibition of "Old Paris,"
the Tower of Nesle is inevitable as the Ghost in "Hamlet," with
which it hat points of ghastliness and sympathetic pathos.

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



142 'The Death-tower" of Nesle.

tempted the students, for they had gapped the ancient

wall to invade the royal premises.

Its two round towers flanked the town gates, and they

threw a shadow never faint on the sluggish waters sob-

bing under a four-arch bridge over the moat.

The dwelling stood not fifty yards from the river edge

;

the river tower, with its blue, slated, conical cap, was so

far out on the point as to overset the tide. When the

Seine was low, there was a strip of strand here at the

tower's base, but it was ooze and a most treacherous foot-

ing, even if the intruder were web-footed. On other

headlands the boats often landed a man to take a tow-

line and pull the boat around while the others rowed,

but here it was never attempted.

The whole breathed fatality
—

"sweated with death"

—

said the river men.

The hot day had turned sultry, and, after dark, gather-

ing clouds came up from over Montmartre with the sud-

denness of a tropical tempest.

Thunder was rolling and rain beating on the slate,

wooden and tiled roofs, as a man up in the chief room of

the waterside tower looked out to leeward on the students'

quarter.

It was the landlord of the Sieve—the house steward

at Nesle mansion.

The lightning flashed as foam silver off the wet roofs

of convents, nunneries, asylums and colleges as far as his

eye could extend.

"A fine night for a feast up in the tower !" sneered he.

"Better in my tavern, only it ought not to be disgraced

by such orgies as she holds here, the reprobate!"

Truly he had no need to be an acute moralist to see the

incongruity between carousing and this storm; the sky

black, the rain glancing like fiery hail, the city shuddering
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under its gloom like a frightened child hid between the

bedclothes, and the river swelling with the downpour.

"It will carry off the dead bodies like chaff before the

gale!" said he, with a ghoulish delight. "Boom away,

Master Jupiter Fulmen! You will not shiver the wine

cups here, and your voice will not drown out the song

and the laugh ! This is a strange concert in which Satan

plays the trombone
!"

He laughed, but in another room was heard laughter

less satanic.

"Laugh away, you young bloods !" sneered he with the

intense hate of one no longer young and light-hearted,

'laugh while ye may! I am waiting for you to get out

of breath, d'ye see! You have an hour to make merry

and I an hour to make ready—your doom ! So I waited

on another night—so I shall wait other nights yet to come

—or to some of his lieges Messieur Beelzebub grants long

leases—but yet he brings them up short. I would I could

snap my halter and get me safe into the States of Italia,

but the arm of a queen reaches far, and they are all

cousins, so that in even little Parma I should be haled forth

and decorate a gibbet ! Oh, I am not underrating my mis-

tress. Marguerite has been known by me and studied

since she was but a slip of a girl in Burgundy !"

He started and clapped his hand to his broad dagger, as

if he had felt a hand on his shoulder.

"What an inevitable fate is mine! as theirs are inex-

orable!" He listened at the door of the hall of revelry.

"Their eyes are to be sealed with death because they saw

what they ought not to see ! Their ears are to be sealed

with the clay of the grave, because they heard what they

ought not! and their lips must be sealed, because they

should not tell their tale—not to be told until we all—all,

mind you—if the preachers do not lie, will stand at tht bar

of an unbribable justice
!"
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He shivered and drew back from the casement where a

crack had let in the compressed and chilling air.

"But what fools are these silly elves, who believe they

are being conducted to folds replete with clover and sweet

water, because a soft hand binds a bandage over their eyes

and leads them to the rendezvous of pleasure—the old

Tower of Nesle, tottering over the steam, with its snug

arbor, where the wine flows like the Seine below, and the

song rises as from the robins in the orchard at fruiting-

tide, and from the nightingale in the sweet bay. Silly

boys! Besides," said he, as if revealing his mercenary

thoughts, "it is bad for my trade, a spoliation of my li-

cense to draw custom from the Sieve to this mansion,

where the queen dispenses hospitality free. The score is

presented never to their sight—the guests are simply

thrown out into the river. It is not behaving gentlemanly,

not to say queenly, to one's patrons
!"

In a lull in the storm, a file of armed men paddled

through the street, become one gutter. A watchman nod-

ded to the archers of the watch, and uttered in his hoarse

voice with the unfeeling tone of a machine: "It is two

o'clock, citizens ! And it rains like on Sodom. The night

watch is passing, bear in mind !"

"Oh, it's two already, eh ?" yawned Orsini.

This time he did hear somebody at his elbow. A man
came up a traphole leisurely and stood on the level, salut-

ing militarily.

"Master !" said he, standing at "attention."

"Oh, it's our Landry," and he was relieved. "Do you

know, everything gives me the tremens this abominable

night. What have you come for?"

"Because it is two in the morning."

"I heard the watchman cry that. What's the hurry?

You need not play the croaking raven, too
!"

"I don't care a fillip ; it's all in my day's

—

that is, night's
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work—but it's those others. They are fretting to be at

the work, ding-dong
!"

"They will be paid for their fretting. Lord forbid, this

time, there is a stubborn head or two who does not feel

the drugged wine, and who, snatching an old rusty bar

out of the windows, gives them the fight of their lives.

We had one—it was not farther back than last year

—

who "

"Master, you rub a sore point. He gave me a bump on

the head which did not go down for six long months!"

said Landry, rubbing his skull. "He was a Norman, and I

shall never see the spot on the map in the tavern but I'll

ache here for it."

"Bid the fellows lie quiet."

Landry started to descend by the trap opening. When
half down, like a man cut off through the waist, he spoke

:

"Save your good pleasure, Master Orsini, the boys are

paid to strike, and not for idling. They will want double

if you keep them in curb ; half for the strokes and half for

the weariness of waiting when they have their blood up !"

"Let them butcher in cold blood, then. It is all one to

the axed ox! But, down with you—down, for there is

some one ! You will not have a third crop of teeth if you

see too much who is the ruling spirit here 1"

Landry disappeared, and Orsini set his foot on the trap-

door almost before his head was clear, for he uttered a

smothered howl, as if the plank had struck the bump at-

tributed to the Norman who was so stubborn as to object

to being killed before he had digested a royal feast

The person who came upon the host of the Sieve was

the majestic creature who had visited the university in

pomp and gracious condescension. A full mantle of brown

enveloped her stately figure, and only when well indoors

did she remove the upper folds from around her energetic

head, inclined to be massive as Juno's. Her hair was
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wound up plainly, but feminine vanity peeped through in

the shining heads of pins, ornamented with precious stones.

In her hands she held a mask of black material, with a

fringe to contort the lines of her full red lips. She had

removed it as for free breathing after the heated vapors

in the banqueting hall. She was flushed and palpitating.

"Orsini," said she, mastering her voice, "I do not see

your fellows."

"They are below, madam."

"Ready?"

"For anything, and eager I They are like those good,

sharp stilettos which fret the scabbard. Time is getting

on."

"Are you prompting me ?" haughtily. "I did not think

it was late."

"I do not say it is late for a midnight supper, but there

are other things to keep pinned up on the wall than the

bill of fare. You should be in the palace before day-

break!"

"As if I did not know that ! Have I ever been discov-

ered?" She made a contemptuous snap of the fingers, like

one who had a bargain with fate.

Orsini pointed to a clear spot on the sky.

"It's going over," said he, in a still reproachful tone.

"No; I still hear the thunder, and I could wish I did

not. It must be a large hand to beat such a big drum as

that dome," and she forced a laugh.

"I should not like it to box my ears !" His laugh was
false as well. "But see, that pale light is not unlike the

peep o' day."

"Nonsense! It is still dark." So dazzling a flash

passed the window, and then filled the room with such

radiance that she thought she was blinded. She fell on a

stool and shut up her face in her hands. "Oh !"

"Day or not day. The storm is over, but the river yet
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to calm," went on Orsini, as if more frightened at the like-

lihood of the queen's visits to the Nesle Tower being seen

than the lightning striking him. "It will be expedient to

have the lights put out, the supper things cleared away,

and the crumbs and empty bottles washed in the Seine 1 It

will be lucky if your barge stood out the showers at her

moorings, so that you may quickly cross the stream. It

will give your oarsmen a twister. Re-enter your noble

dwelling, and leave me and the henchmen to make a rid-

dance as the sole masters here."

"Why do you pester me when I get a moment to medi-

tate ?" cried she, with petulance like rage, and sat up com-

mandingly. "This night has not gone off like the others.

The guests have not been like the other guests. Ah, me

!

this young student who had the luck to win the applause

of the people for his pertness, and direct that easily-led

girl of Lamarcq to play with his innocence, he turns out

to be the brother of Sir Walter Daulnay !"

"I warned Dame Baboline that he was not what he

seemed to be. Besides, though I was not to know that

he was not a confident pretender, Sir Walter accepted him

in such good faith that I was dumfounded. He is another

gull who does not know that, when one becomes a favorite

at court, all the penniless strays jump up to claim a kin-

ship. If I had half the boons your majesty has promised

me, I should drain half Upper Italy of the scum who
would assert themselves of the noble strain of Orsini."

"With probably no stronger credentials than your own,

my good Orsus," sarcastically observed the lady. "Oh,

you see that it is not I who forget! Many a change of

beverage has passed my lips since I knew little stronger

than milk and hydromel at my father's guileless court,

but never the water of Lethe, of which our poets descant
!"

she sighed.

"I have not forgotten, either, that one of the stabs of
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my knife severed the tie that bound you to the sleepy dale,

where the cry of majesty would never have hailed you/*

Saying it sullenly, he lowered his beetling black brows so

that she should not see what storm agitated him, though

the other had gone over the town, and that his lightnings

were terrible, too.

"This boy can never be an instrument of thwarting mt
—a brother of Sir Walter, in addition, who is all devoted

to the Lady of Lamarcq, as she is to me," she mused, with-

out noticing the allusion to her father's murder.

"What are you saying, my lady?" exclaimed he, with

real alarm. "Spare one who has quaffed the maddening

liquor your hand deals out ! Not if he were reduced to the

state of the grand Turk's mutes ! Such a participator in

the revels of the house of Nesle would be driven by that

talkative spirit which inhabits such virtuous young souls,

to write what he had seen on the sands with his finger-

tips. To make those signs which all men understand,

though without written interpretation. Those tokens on

the sky, with which Heaven tells us plague, and war, and

the downfall of a dynasty are foreboded
!"

He made the sign against the evil eye.

"The little dandiprat is a toy to be broken after his

spell of sport. Go your way, madam, and without delay,

while we deal with him."

"Cast off the youth to you demons !" She sprang up

with the bound of a tigress defending her cubs. "No!

Go and ask the other parties to our luxuriation if they

wish their partners to be spared, but ask not me ! Let it

be done with them as every other night ! But this cherub

—no ! What does it matter this time ? You do not know,

but I was simply the hostess—there was a newcomer who
somehow constrained me. As for the young Daulnay, he

does not know my form. I kept my face under the vizard

—I disguised my voice when I spoke to him, Orsini, he if
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a youth of promise. Let me retain one friend. Besides,

his brother would grieve, and if ever he learned—but it

must not be ! He would never more be champion of mine.

Besides, again, the little imp delighted the Lady of La-

marcq—Gertrude has laughed, and laughed anew, until

the tears trickled—and she must not shed tears of an-

other kind on that head ! In sum, as my countenance was

veiled to him, my voice strange—oh, he might be pre-

sented to me to-morrow, and he would not recall a re-

minding feature!"

Orsini listened with more and more surprise at being

pleaded to by this pitiless Pasiphae.

"I am going to save his life. It will be an offset on the

other page—it may be the beginning of my counterbal-

ancing the long* dread account ! I will have him led away

blindfolded as he came, and set down in a remote part of

the town. He will retain but a dreamy memory, like the

youth drugged by the Old Man of the Mountain—thinking

he had been thrust into Paradise, but plucked forth when
just between the pearly gates ! In a week, certainly in a

month, and a month is a long time to a boy, he will recall

the night of the fairylike supper as the one he passed with

the intoxicated students holding their saturnalia in your

tavern."

lady," returned Orsini gravely, almost paternally, for

he spoke pure, good sense, "had he woke up from the

bacchanals in the Sieve at the door, he would, perchance,

have crept home to his cell in Cluny and believed in a

vision; he would not have told his tale, so incredible, to

his nurse, his teachers or his fellows, but it is not the poor

scholar Arthur or Alfred we have to deal with in Philip

Daulnay, whose brother is captain of the Royal Swords-

men. I do not say that I should on the rack betray you,

or yet that my next man, the old soldier, Landry, will

squeal like the young rat in the trap, but my hirelings!
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Better you had poured poison into the young man's cup

than Cyprus, but," seeing that she was firm, "have it your

way—though one leading to the supreme loss."

He bowed as humbly as a believer in Allah to his fate.

'Then, it is so; you will for once save one? Save him,

save this little Philip, who, with his bright, saucy eyes,

his curling locks and undiluted enjoyment of life and its

delights, reminded me of—never mind—you who saw the

page Lyonnet at Dijon can divine of whom I am re-

minded." She tossed her head as if the memory troubling

her was a material thing—a bird perched with closing

claws on her temple. "You will spare him, and do your

will with the others?"

"I can only say, you shall have your will done as ever

before," and Orsini, with a rebellious shrug of the sharp

shoulders, descended by the trap.

Left alone, Marguerite shivered and drew around her

the mantle slipped to the stone floor. She must have heard

a slow sound, for she donned her mask. She turned. To
her amaze it was not one of the assassins who stood be-

fore her; but the slight figure of that one guest who had

excited her pity.
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CHAPTER XVI.

CORNERED.

But Philip Daulnay, in the peculiar pale light which fol-

lows a storm, when the wet sky still reflects the past but

visible lightning, no longer wore the aspect of a reveler

red with wine. White, features set, his teeth grinding, he

seemed a ghost in a malevolent mood.

"What do you do here ?" she stammered. "Why have

you left the board ?"

"To have an explanation of the mystery—why I have

been beguiled under your roof, splendrous hostess ! I find

no fault with you. To my inexperienced palate the wine

was nectar, the fruit out of the Elysian fields, the company

witty and entertaining—but the guide with whom I left

prosaic Paris for this enchanted hall of the Fay Mor-

giana, she promised me for the dessert a partner for whose

like I have looked up and down the board with a still in-

quiring eye."

"A partner?" gasped she, still enervated by this appari-

tion in the room where only she and her accomplice con-

ferred.

"Was it not agreed ere I allowed myself to be hood-

winked that I should meet at her friend's abode the Lady

Gertrude
"

"Gertrude ! He loves Gertrude, his brother's betrothed/'

she murmured.

"The Lady Gertrude—yes! Was ever a sweeter name
borne by woman?"
"He is drunk," said she ; "the drug has maddened him

—so young! and he loves my dear Gertrude—oh, I must

spare him now ! Philip," she appealed aloud, but in die
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most soothing of accents, "the day is coming—away I An-
other time to see Gertrude—to hear my explanation of this

disappointment and the broken promise! Away!" She

clasped her hands, fancying she saw the trapdoor move
and the secret door shake.

"Go ! Without knowing if I shall see any of you again?

You, above all, who speak of the Lady Gertrude as close

friend! To lose the only clew which will guide me to

her?" He stamped his foot. "Not such a fool, though I

am but a stripling
!"

"You are a child!" She towered over him so angrily

and commandingly that he recoiled. Her eyes were bright

as carbuncles, and as red, in the holes of the mask. "You
must not dally words or delay now, not an instant !" He
receded as she advanced, as if she were driving him out of

the labyrinth where his Ariadne was concealed. "I be-

seech—I order you to go for your sake—for hers, Ger-

trude's ! Do you mark ? If you would ever see her, you

must depart by the hidden way I shall point out to you,

and then shun these portals as you would the inferno's

—

walking hence as Lot was bid to quit the accursed city

—

turning not ! Without a word to your best friend, your

brother, even—go! Quit Paris. Do as I direct you.

Depart !"

There was revelation of no ordinary authority in this

command. He was stupefied, and his petulant opposition

was daunted.

"If it is to gain the right to see her again, yes. Why not

please you by leaving your house, where the night flitted

so swiftly? But, at least, let me know the name of my
hostess, of Gertrude's friend?"

"Insensate being, I have no name for you ! This night

merging into dawn, on that new day all is finished between

us—the cup you last drained was the stirrup cup for a

journey without an end, if you do not obey my injunction

!
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My hospitality was my gift. You owe me nothing. My
mansion is not a hostel. Be vexed with me because you

were deceived—because you were thwarted in your expec-

tation, but I am the lady of this house. Be a gentleman,

as you so lately asserted yourself! I know you no morel

Begone!"

Imperative and imperial, it would have taken a Buridan

to resist this despotic rebuke and direction.

"It is well, I must go," said he, but resenting the re-

proof. "Good-night, noble hostess. Why wear a mask

even at the break-up of the entertainment ? For you, who
preach etiquette, should play up to all the rules ! But a

Daulnay is not to be the sport of an hour. Your supper

is princely, your guests of the first quality—even my raw-

ness can perceive that. But it shall not be said that I was

made the comic hero of your poet's ballad of 'The Young
Scholar who supped with a hostess who was not the lady-

love for whom he was taken, hoodwinked, to find'
!"

"You have lost irrecoverable time," said she, sadly and

sternly, listening less to him than for the assassins who
might at any instant begin their slaughter of the innocents

in the adjoining hall.

He had resolutely gone up to her, regaining the retreat

he had made.

"What would you?" demanded she, frightened, though

the antagonist was so puny, just as the cranes fear the

pigmy.

Philip suddenly snatched from her headdress one of the

long pointed wires which were the rude hairpins of the era.

"I must know you again, madam ! And since you will

not disclose your face from under that mask, or your name
from under your proud lips, I " he abruptly touched

her twice on the side of the face above the edge of the

vizard, and, instantly, she felt that she was branded as
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with a cross-graven iron. The blood leaped to the surface

and it burned.

"What have you done?" gasped she, appalled at the

impudence of being touched by a forbidden hand. For

nobody touched a queen with his hand save the king—not

even the executioner.

"A trifle. A simple mark that I may know you by!

When I see your mark, I shall judge that your friend

Lamarcq is not far."

"You have wounded your—a woman, me ! This mark
is the same, indeed, as if you had seen my face, and I

wanted to spare you and save you," she went on, almost

piteously again, like the sinner who is not allowed to do

good. "This blood flows as yours will do ! Pray God, for

you will never see me more! Never see Gertrude!" she

hissed as the last and the most agonizing dart.

At this instant, by invisible machinery, the windows

were obscured by the drawing up of iron blinds ; the door

Philip had entered by was locked firm, as if frozen ; and

all was in utter darkness. Philip blindly rushed in the

direction in which he had seen her proceeding, but he

only dashed himself against the solid wall and he heard

her voice, and yet for hardness it was little like her voice

:

"Obey my orders as they stood at first
!"

Philip drew back, as if the wall were scorching instead

of damp and freezing.

It was impossible to realize where he stood. The

witches' Sabbath of the students in Orsini's tavern had an

unreality, but this night over a supper of Rome in de-

cadence, with the hostess so amiable, but at the finale so

like Circe, it was a page out of the chivalric legends, where

beautiful sorceresses inhabited palaces, suddenly changed

into grisly caves.

As was the custom in aristocratic dwellings, he had

given up his arms at the vestibule. He was nowise pre-
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pared for a conflict. He was obliged to await what hap-

pened, like the lamb in the shambles. The feast had been a

kind of delicately pampering him. The woman who had

met him in Froidmantel Street and led him with covered

eyes to this haunt of mystery had conducted him to die

block. It seemed venom in the wound to have been lured

by the charm of the name of Gertrude, Lady Lamarcq, to

whom he had so briefly pledged his heart. It was poor

consolation that she had no hand in this conspiracy, or at

least had not appeared in the company where all the ladies

wore masks.

She would never know how the poor scholar had ob-

scurely died, and without power to strike a blow.

All at once he heard a strange sound. Something like a

rough-edged knife was sawing at a panel of wood. He
stealthily approached the place, and became aware, since

he could see nothing, that a blade was steadily cleaving a

tough oak plank in a door, which might be that by which

he had entered* blunderinglyh to confront that terrible

hostess.

He would gladly have assisted by cutting a parallel line,

but he feared to check the operation if he spoke.

He could not for a moment imagine that this surrep-

titious method of entering a room was performed by an

assassin* since this was a slow and cowardly mode of

executing the orders as they were first set to be done.

Hi& doubts were removed by his hearing, in a voice not

unknown to him, though warily under the breath

:

"By the manes of Milo of Crete, this must be made of

the tree in which he was ass enough to allow his arms to

be caught, for of all the accursed wood " Neverthe-

less, he had cut a slit, and without pausing to breathe,

showing that he had no time to spare, he began another,

two handbreadths off, with the intention, though the
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young man could not see it, of tearing out the discon-

nected piece after breaking one end in top or bottom.

But the voice had been recognized by the student, and

the classical allusion was confirmation.

"My Master Buridan !" whispered he, with a joy non-

containable entirely.

"My soul on that word ! It is little Arthur—that is, the

cadet of the Daulnays !" responded the man on the other

side of the door. "There is balm in Gilead ! Wait, wait

!

and mind the splinters !"

With a tremendous pressure he bowed in the slit panel,

and Philip, inserting his small fingers in the narrow aper-

ture, they two pulled and pushed out the piece. Luckily,

the grain was straight, and once the ripping had been

started, the new plank opened far beyond their expecta-

tions.

"I can get through!" cried Philip, having a horror of

remaining in this room of darkness, and yearning to be no

longer alone.

"But I do not want you on the wrong side of this door
!"

was Buridan's rejoinder.

Then the rude opening enabling him to use the ex-

tracted piece as a lever against the next board, left un-

protected, he dislodged a whole plank. He squeezed him

through, and, all in the dark, embraced his pupil as if he

had found a treasure.

"My dear boy," said he, convinced by listening, that the

two were alone, "the reason why I would not invite you

to my side of that door is sound ; in the other room and

anteroom men, armed to the teeth, and their teeth also at

work, are slaying our fellow-feasters, who, like me, forgot

the first rule for a good soldier, never to lay down his

arms. If ever—but it's a far cry—if ever I go to supper

where the company is strange, hang me if I disembarrass

myself of a panoply of steel and take not to the board my
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sword, my dagger, and a fine poniard for the coup-de-

grace!"

"But you are armed," protested Philip, with his voice

broken by emotion. .

"This? It is only the carving knife. If you had sat

near me you would have noticed, for I perceived that your

eyes were all over the table, which was not very polite, that

I watched what the steward did with it after breaking up

that delicious roast boar I"

"Don't talk of the luxuries of Egypt. I fear me that

we have fallen into the hands of the Egyptians indeed,"

almost moaned the young man, tremulous with the drink.

"As for me, I do not doubt it for a moment. I am glad

we met, but I could wish it were in another place."

Knife in hand, he was heard to make the circuit of the

room. He thrust the point into every crevice, and sounded

each hollow with the haft. On returning to where he set

out, and feeling Philip by the arm again, he said

:

"Do you know where we are—for I do not?"

"Where, indeed, are we?"

"Then you would not know any of the company, or yet

the hostess?"

"If they were celebrities, I am too new to the town to

recognize the most famous of them."

"That is true."

"I was abashed—if they had not been masked, how
would I tell them from one another? I was looking for

one alone, and, after all, she could not be there."

"An image of purity ? No, she would not be there."

"The Lady of Lamarcq, who gave me the ring for con-

fusing the register with your sophism."

"Ha !" he laughed very hollowly. "It is I who am the

ass between the dilemma's horns. I have broken out of the

whirlpool to be smashed on the rocks. It appears to me
that we are environed by cold iron."
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"Why should such grand persons be served by cut-

throats, if you mean that, my poor master ?" said the youth,

huddling up to him as a fawn to its doe.

"Because they are grand persons. They took good care

never to be known again."

"But I took good care to know who was the hostess
!"

cried the scholar, with spite.

"The deuce you did !" with admiring tone. "You pre-

vailed on her to unmask—in a room which must have been

better lighted than this Cave of Cacus
!"

"No; but with a hairpin of hers I scratched her cheek

above the mask edge so that she will not soon lose the

trace!"

"You unhappy boy ! There might have been a chance of

getting clear, and you have destroyed it
!"

"Oh, master, you do not mean that ?" and Philip wrung

his hands.

"If you do not know this part well, I do. Can you see

with your mind's eye?"

"I cannot with mine other ones, since they are full of

tears at my having been mistaken."

"Listen ; but for these walls we should see the Louvre

over there—over that rushing sound, which is the brim full

river. This is the Seine at our feet, and around us is the

Tower of Nesle House."

Philip did not connect the name with anything, but the

professor added

:

"At the foot of this very tower are found the dead

bodies in such quantity
"

"Then we must die?"

"Then we must fly
!"

"No; I cannot cut through a force of man-slayers, as

you did through that door. Oh ! if it is given to you so

strong, so fruitful of stratagems, and so energetic, to sur-

vive, avenge me !"
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"In the same, if the alternative sets you free and leaves

me defunct, you will revenge! Apply to your brother,

since he has influence at court. That is, if you see him,

tell him in Jehan Buridan fell the writer of those letters

which the king reads and acts upon—letters signed 'Sagit-

tarius/
"

"Sagittarius! I shall remember. But how fix my ac-

cusation ?"

"I am too much of a clerk not to have my tablets, though

so little a soldier as to renounce my arms, and have to use

a cook's knife."

He drew out the double box which inclosed a sheet of

smooth wax in each hollow ; a stylus attached by a chain

made the writing apparatus complete; it was the memo-
randum book of later times unimproved. He guided the

young man's hand to the medium, after arming it with the

hard point, and said, as to a blind man

:

"Write by using the mind's eye: 'I die murdered

by
*"

"'I die mur-der-ed by ?' '"he paused.
" 'By the Lady of Nesle House.*"

"But her name ; her name ?"

"Oh, the person into whose hands I trust to place this

book—he will supply the name. But I shall learn that.

Sign, 'Philip Daulnay.'
"

The young man, steadying his hand with a creditable

effort, and guiding the style as accurately as if he saw

every trace, did as bid. He was confident that he was

correct to an iota.

In all likelihood the master had the same belief, since he

closed the pair of leaves together, secured the clasp, and

put all in his doublet breast.

"By the keys of St. Peter!" ejaculated he, stamping

his foot, as one does to summon a friendly inspiration,

"is there never a way out of this rat hole?"
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Then, changing his tone of vexation to one of hope, lie

stooped and felt with his hand, and then the carver point

on the flooring.

"Dolt that I am," continued he. "This wooden strip on

the stone was not let in for parquetry! It is a trapdoor

here!"

Luckily, Orsini had not fastened the bolt, for, with a

slight purchase with the strong knife, the door was loos-

ened, and, with a good pull, drawn up and held so while

Buridan inhaled the damp and really unpleasant air with

gusto. It tasted like freedom.

But the young man shrank, for to him there was a reek

as from a chartiel house.

"Will you take this chance, and not I?" asked the elder.

"You should retain the knife, anyway."

"Never," replied the youth, with despair which he could

not conceal.

The intoxication of the wine or drug infused had gone.

To the feeble joy which the unexpected intrusion of Buri-

dan had caused, succeeded hopelessness. He did not

quickly pick up the knife which the generous teacher laid

at the edge of the trap.

"I hate to leave you, my son," said he, affectionately,

"but one must live to deal out justice."

"It is you ! Farewell, and haste
!"
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CHAPTER XVII.

A FRIEND I N NEED.

Buridan closed the trap over his head, listened, and

stoutly went down the steps of hard wood set in iron, with

his eyes trying to pierce the dark. Overhead no sound,

since the ceiling was filled in with plaster, and around

him the like silence. But hardly had he reached the bot-

tom than his eyes were pained by seeing a light gleam

through a streak in a door.

He had intended to fly at the throat of the first being he

met, but at sight of the lantern-bearer, who presently en-

tered the under room of the tower, he drew himself be-

hind the stairs, which stood out detached.

"By Jove! it is my soldier Landry!" said he, with a

mixed emotion hard to define.

Landry set down his light, and perceiving the figure try-

ing to hide behind the stairs, drew his sword and said,

with the most matter-of-fact intonation

:

"Soho! you have dropped down here, my gentleman!

It is no use—so say your prayers
!"

"Hello!" said Buridan, cheerfully, as he stepped out

from his imperfect covert. "I know that voice, and I be-

lieve I know the long sword, although, my comrade, I did

not see you toast cheese on it in the tavern
!"

If Landry had not set down the lantern, he would have

dropped it now.

"My captain !" he stammered, in surprise. "The grand

duke!"

"Yea, I know ! You came to do for me ; but, my brave

slash-buckler, we must stand by one another, as of old,
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you know ! Back to back—they are going to assassinate

me along of
"

He was interrupted by a scuffle somewhere overhead,

and a long-drawn, blood-freezing groan.

"What soul in agony uttered that ?" demanded he, as if

he had a soul to account for under his charge.

"The last of the supperers, I suppose t Excepting you,

the account is complete."

This was uttered with the feelingless tone of the chosen

soldiers sent out upon the battlefield, when the rude sur-

gery of the times condemned the wounded as without

hope, as a retreat was ordered, to put them to death.

"What ! Would you kill me ?" cried Buridan, regretting

h$ had left the carving knife.

"I don't know about killing you ; but how in the name
of Old Bones can I save you—here? I would I could

—

that's the pitch of it !" and he laid his sword on his left

arm, as if be forbade its moving*

"Well those steps by which you came up?"

"Guarded—you saw some of the desperadoes in the

tavern."

"Is not that a window?"

"The shutters are iron and proof to a crossbow bolt"

"You are a Job's comforter!" grumbled Buridan, half

inclined to leap on this lukewarm comrade.

"Hist, do you know how to swim ?" asked Landry, who
bad sharply interrogated his dull wits.

The professor darted a scornful glance at him for ques-

tioning him thus.

"In jeopardy like this any man can swim the Styx !" re-

sponded he, with growing intrepidity.

Landry went to the window, and, by touching a wheel

in the side, lowered the metal blinds.

"Do you know where you are, sir?" he said.

'^Oa the. Seine—in Nesle Tower."

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



A Friend in Need. 163

"Thai, out; and make haste!" He opened the case-

ment rapidly.

Buridan, in one spring, stood on the narrow ledge. He
lifted up his joined hands like a diver, but also like one

praying.

"The Lord who dived down into Limbo to save sinners,

have pity on me!" he was reverently murmuring as he

bounded out without hesitation.

Landry looked out, but he could see nothing in the inky

pall enveloping the base of the tower. But he heard a
splash like a grampus sporting, and, having leaped, falling

again into its element.

At this instant, Omni rushed into the room.

"One of them got down here," said the old soldier,

still looking out not to show his weather-beaten face, for

once contorted with feelings.

"Where is he?"

"Down there—in the river, of course. That's a good job

over."

He shut the window and leisurely set the mechanism go-

ing to wind up the shutter.

"But was he really dead?"

"Do you reckon I don't know my trade by this, master?"

snarled Landry. "If you are not content, do the killing all

to your own hand next time
!"

"Hark ! is there more?"

"One more—up overhead—but he is a boy and don't

count," returned the tapster, lightly.

"Stay where you are," said Orsini, as if not satisfied

with something undefinable which agitated him. "I will

do as you say, finish my affairs myself!" And he took the

lantern and fearlessly mounted the stairs, his long sword,

wet with blood, in his other hand.

In the meantime, Philip, absolutely alone in the dark

guc* more, felt all that anguish of the faulty scholar shut
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up in a dark closet to await the coming of the flagellant

with the scourge. While in the one breath it seemed to

nim that he ought to grasp the knife left with him as the

one means of selling his life dearly ; another told him that

he had no succor in human power.

Indeed he began to pray, but at "Et ne nos inducas in

tentationem"—they prayed in the dead tongues at Cluny

—

he heard the trap open slowly at his shrinking feet.

At the first, he tried to believe it was Buridan, success-

ful in overcoming the "cutters," but how expect that in a

man unarmed and alone? The first glance, since the new-

comer carried a light, sufficed to banish hope.

Orsini ascended, and, shutting the trap, surveyed the

room at leisure.

It was not easy for the horrified sight to recall the host

of the Sieve in this blood-besprinkled and ghastly specter.

It was no longer the moping hawk on its perch, gorged

or blinking in the sun, but the night-ranger with bristling

feathers, wings alert and beak dyed red ; its claws itching

for the prey.

Out of a corner with curdling method, he dragged a

sack with a rope to draw the mouth together like a fish-

purse. He perceived without too much concern that the

youth nervously fingered the ugly knife.

"Come, come, young tyke! do you fancy that you can

get out of this scrape by tickling me with that apple-

paring knife? So, then, make ready, and enter into the

grace of his wardership, St. Peter, so he will let you in

at the gates ! You see, I give you time, for I don't often

meet my customers in this kind of ferrying a man across

the dark waters
!"

This cold-bloodedness had bound the poor scholar as

with a spell. But the spirit of his knightly line revolted

;

he thought that it was not thus that Walter Daulnay won
his spurs. Though this was not fighting on the field gay
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with spearheads, sword points and waving banners! he

could die as resolutely.

"Help me, my lady and the Savior !" gasped he. "I ac-

cept this duel sans mercy! If I am not entitled to the

sword which you have stolen, corrupt man, I carry a knife

to dispatch pigst Back, despicable coward, or dread

the short blade which we learn to play with, close, at

Cluny!"

But on his rushing forward like a shot from a bow,

his dagger bent and remained out of the straight from the

inferiority of its metal. The Italian grinned in his face;

he wore a coat of mail under his coat and it had turned

the point. He renewed the attack, but the long, sinewy

hand scornfully grasped his wrist, twisted it so that the

knife fell free, and he was disarmed at his savage antag-

onist's mercy.

"Hark ye, you are doomed ! but I know how to behave

toward my customers even of a day ! I shall not strip you,

though by all the laws, I am entitled to your castings I

Little viper, into the bag 1"

"Hold, Orsus!" interrupted a voice.

The bravo stopped, holding his quarry half stifled.

It was his mistress.

"Youth, you lusted to see my visage!" She took off

her mask.

Philip looked with blazing eyes. He recalled the beauti-

ful countenance which had brightened up the somber col-

lege hall, and his lips trembled as he faltered

:

"The queen
!"

"Marguerite of Burgundy, queen of France!" cried

Orsini, as if too proud of his reigning evil not to herald

her full title.

"He has looked on my face! Let him die!" said she,

cruelly firm.

The human hawk shook his prey furiously and thrust
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him into the sack. Then, drawing the cord tight at the

mouth, from which a slight moan issued, he lifted the

whole as if it was a trivial weight and went to the win-

dow. As by magic, both sash and blind opened to his

touch. Without the bag in his throw grazing the sill or

the sides, it flew so far into the void that it did not touch

the sandy pit. On the contrary, as in the case of Buri-

dan, while nothing could be discerned, the splash was

heard by the two witnesses of the deed.

"Present me that old order for the money," said she,

"and I will sign as queen
!"

The storm was a thing of the past. The bright moon
smiled on tower and spire, on belfry and pinnacle, and

the drowsy watchman on the Billy Quay droned out

placidly

:

"It is three o'clock, citizens ! All goes well. I wish you

sound sleep."
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YOUNGBSt, OLDfiST—HIGHEST, LOWfeST—ALL CLUNV!

Rap, rap, rap t

"Who's there?"

The man, in saturated clothes, knocking at Simon, the

riverman's hovel, replied impatiently:

"A teacher of Cluny! fallen into the river; I want a

change of clothes. I did not lose my purse, mark you t

and you will sell to profit a shift of raiment 1"

"Very sorry, my master; but I've no clothes but what I

sleep in. But if you will go up the bank to the Barefoot

Brothers' Convent, you will get suited and with a cup of

cordial .to warm your inner coat! They go barefoot, but

not bareback, so they can accommodate you with a frock.

I'll be sworn to this, for you clerks are much of a much-

ness though you do not keep the fast days like them !"

Without knowing why, Simon, being ready dressed m
his bed as was the popular custom, rolled off, the easier

matter as his sailcloth-covered straw was his bed on the

floor, and .ran to the door.

"I'd be bound that the voice was not new to me!"

chuckled he, looking after the departing figure which had

left a pool of water on his sill ; "it's the gentleman who
knocked the ruffians about in the tavern like ninepins.

The student's great cham whom, they know, that are rois-

terers, as 'the grand duke.' Oh, a man who can keep his

head above wine at Orsini's, may not lose his head or his

purse in the Seine ; he will make good for a suit at the

Barefoots."

Dismissing any anxiety on this point, and squinting up

at the clear sky to see that the storm had not left a hair
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of "the mare's tail," he mopped back his shaggy hair with

his hand, made a snatch meal of black bread smeared

with lard, drank from a jug stored, half buried, in the

sand in a corner, and bounded outdoors.

"After a thunderstorm like that one, good pickings
!"

reasoned he.

Going to another hut, of driftwood like his, he aroused

up a brother strand searcher, with whose assistance he

launched a wherry, and they were soon dipping oars in the

turbid tide.

During this, the soaked professor had been refreshed

and reclothed at the monastery, not forgetting the noted

cordial. The hooded gown he was equipped with was
not unlike that common still to the semi-ecclesiastic prin-

cipals in the university. He dropped a coin in the poor

box and hurried out. He followed the course on shore

which the two boatmen took on the water and imitated

them in searching the tufts of floating stuff.

The recent deluge had swollen the Seine so that the

chains crossing the mouths of dye works' drains and

creeks were hung with trailing rags, straw, splintered logs

and trash off the foreshore.

"By the Ark of Noah, the first wherryman," observed

Simon, "if it had poured two hours more, we should want

old Bishop Foulkes back again to stay the stream from

flooding out the poor fellows in the hollows."

"Avast blabbing, my mate !" interrupted the other, "and

swap your scull for the gaff ! I like the look of that hump,

like a buffalo's—it's a bag of luggage, I warrant, slid off

the ferryboat—some country gentleman's neat duds, com-

ing up to town to see the king go out and in of the

Louvre like a teetotum ! as if I, being in the tyrant's shoes,

would not make a stay of it in my palace till I drank

the cellars dry!"

"It's a bag, sure, and a full one!" returned Simon,
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using the hook as directed. "But, go ahead or you will

have me overboard ! It's as heavy as a pig of lead, and for

its shape and yielding might be a pig, in troth ! It's over-

much for me; let us put in and haul it on the sound

earth yarely!"

The wherry was run on the shelving shore, still held

by the hook in the sodden mass. Then, Simon pulling

and the other using his oar as a lever, they forced the

bag upon the part where there was solid footing.

The other boatman landed, tied up the craft to a stake,

and stood beside his companion. The latter had drawn his

knife from his hip, and cut the cords at the sack mouth

with covetousness and curiosity.

"It is a pig," said he.

"You are another ! It is a man, leastwise, a boy ! Misery

of me!"

Not to waste time, Simon slit the sack all the side

down ; he was not fastidious, but objected to handling the

waif. It was Philip Daulnay's remains which now lay,

huddled upon its side, the eyes staring. The bag was

beside it, like a shroud.

"It's a young man !" said the one.

"A young gentleman !" said the other. "Rogier, it is a

youth whom I saw in the Sieve tavern."

"That is just where you would see him," sarcastically

remarked his mate, "for you are to be found there when

not on the river!"

"It is," said a fresh voice, breaking in on the dialogue,

"a poor scholar of Cluny."

Rogier and Simon looked up. A monk in gray was

next them.

"I know him, as he was my pupil in my class over there.

I am the teacher of philosophy at Quny, and I am Dom
Jehan Buridan."

Both men capped to him.
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On seeing this group by the water's edge, Some work-

men deviated from the quayside and came and looked on
mutely. Several tradesmen and their apprentices stopped

taking down shutters and sweeping out shop, and hurried

in the same direction. Students who-had been given leave

to sleep out at their parents' ran down, particularly at-

tracted on the cry : "A scholar of Cluny
!"

The score became a hundred in two seconds. They
bent over the dead, examined the bag wistfully as if it

contained more ghastly secrets, and spoke slowly and
feebly; brotherly hands stroked the white, cold ones and

wiped them of slime reverently. Youth of his own age

dropped on the knees and prayed.

The word flew like a swallow over into the Latin ward.

The building resounded it; the yards hummed as the

pupils came out for the ablutions and the appetite stroll.

All the scholars outdoors, buying writing materials and

succulent additions to the dry repast, postponed their er-

rand and raced to the spot, before the Red Cat tavern and

on St. Michael's Street, where the body had been trans-

ported on a litter formed of two oars and a bit of sail-

cloth. Prof. Buridan paid for all the aid of Simon and

his mate.

A saddening fraternity united all hearts in bewailing

this mishap. These did not know Arthur as the son of a

good house, whose head was instantly lifted to honor in

the king's palace, but as the bursar, one who had studied

at the same book, dipped the quill in the same ink dish,

broken the same loaf and dipped the spoon in the party

bowl.

He had been one of the toiling bees in the great hive.

Now he was isolated by death.

"Good Charlemagne ! what did this petty vial of science

want to let the vast Seine dilute his spirit for?" blubbered

an overgrown youth of eighteen.
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"Ha' mercy I" lamented a Grecian, in Greek; "I could

fill the crypt of St. Sulpice with tears."

"All is useless," said Buridan, rising from employing

the natural and learned means of resuscitation known to

only the chief surgeons of the great hospitals, but also to

him, soldier and traveler ; "he is no more !" His accent

was that of despair, yet calm. "It is little Arthur, too 1 the

best learner in the Picard nation—the best in all the

nations 1"

This to Canon Thelu, the packed crowd allowing this

dignitary to pierce so far.

At once arose the college cry : "He is of Picardy !" fol-

lowed by allied shouts : "He is of Picardy, as I of Mon-
taigu! we are brothers!" "I am Lombard, but I take up
the glove with Picardy and Montaigu!" "Poitou for

vengeance on the murderers of Picardy
!"

The collection was varied with the parti-colored caps

and gowns of the scholastic communities. The citizens

were less in number. Cross-hilted knives were held up

to attest to vows, and the weaponless shook their fists at

the sun.

"Poor Arthur 1" sighed Buridan, seeming to make him-

seli heard at every lull and to throw oil on the rising

flame. "He was the pearl of all ye youth !" He looked

at the assemblage with its outskirts filling up like a gen-

eral who had timed his troops to gather and waited but

for the whole number.

"Can you not picture him again, strolling under the

arching elms of the Clerks' Meadow, with an open scroll

in his soft, lily-white, tender, ladylike hands? See them

there as if modeled in blanched wax, with not a dimple

lost ! He was grave and studious for a youngster ! You
would think be was the erudite Dr. Courtchose himself

in miniature. This is a great, irreparable loss to the gen-

eration who will enjoy the future, for the cathedral of
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learning, and even to our regent, all will grieve ! Is there

not more than one in the reach of my voice who can recall

his finding a penny in his thin, modest purse when a de-

linquent had to gather up a fine?"

"I, and I, master!" sobbed several voices.

"He would share his crust with a pelted cur !" said an-

other voice as broken.

"He has let me swill out of his bowl and sucked the

spoon, more than once, but then, master, I am a terrible

glutton and he a light eater. God feed the little lambkin

on the meads of Paradise!"

"How will Dame Grecie bear it?" continued Buridan,

making the deepest impression of any of his orations;

"she to whom he so often and with good effect pleaded

when another poor scholar wanted a chart, or a map, or

an illuminated 'gradus' to copy for his passing examina-

tion? Those lips are violet now, but when they were as

rosebuds, how they shaped to say to ye : 'You would do

well to obey your wise principals, boys ! Don't forget your

paternosters ! Don't break the bounds to plunder orchards

and overset the cobblers' stall, you wild ones! Don't

taste the dangerous brews, but shun the old witch, Jac-

quline's, peppered cheese cakes!' He studied, did my
Arthur, and did not squander his recreation time in hunt-

ing in the road for lucky horseshoes and in the gutter for

crooked sixpences ! In brief," concluded Buridan, "Arthur

was a true son of Quny !"

. "Cluny mourns him!" said an old student, and he

pointed to a black banner, obtained and mounted on a pole

by one of the spontaneous acts of the mob, none can ex-

plain how.

"Vengeance !" was the clamor.

"Yes," resumed Buridan, "this floweret of virtue and

bud of science should not go down into the earth without

justice receiving his bequest—punishment on his slayers

!
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My masters and sirs of the university, no call for you

to carry blessed candles ! Out with your daggers ! Death

for death ! for this is murder ! As this waif was hooked

in from the water, so shall the assassins be drawn in by

the halter, and sent to hades in a sack like the faithless

Turkess in the Bosporus!"

The canons might not approve this threat, but it was

in the ruling taste. Rage and horror approved. The

philosophical doctor was merged into the grand duke

—

the free soldier's bloodthirsty visage looked out of the

monk's hood. He was a preacher of a crusade.

The black ensign was the rallying point for those who
could not see the litter with its pitiable burden. The

senior "Picards" had taken up the shafts as bearers. A
warlike and sorrowing procession formed as if it had been

drilled from a long while back.

For that matter, the students were disciplined into

acting with order. Various musical instruments were

brought into requisition for the accompaniment of the

march ; drums of all sorts, trumpets, fifes and simple viols.

The scholars set up those hymns confined to each com-

munity, and the people sang, to a popular air, words

which the occasion suggested, the improviser setting the

matter line by line and the others repeating in unison, an

art never dead in Paris and the South of France.

The university seemed, like the Seine that night, to

have burst all bounds, for it was largely represented here.

To double the mass, the populace flocked, the lower orders

who vaguely forefelt that the university was their friend,

father, instructor and champion.

It arose as a bulwark for the weak against feudality,

brutality in gold and steel.

The crime touched them, inasmuch as the victim was a

poor youth, the poor scholar of the down-trodden trying

to rise to any height.
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"Avenge Cluny!" repeated the rabble, as if theft" rtiOther

had been insulted.

"It is one of the poor—let us who are poor, put this

right r
Buridan smiled, like the wizard's apprentice who set

the mill going and did not care if he had not the spell

to make it stop.

The army was organized; it must not be trifled with.

The impulsion was in one direction, shown in the cry:

"To Cluny!"

With his monk's hood thrown back, his head alert and

prominent as a snapping tortoise's, Buridan continued to

lead by action as he had by speech. The expression was

of graven bronze, foresettled, unalterable.

"None but a king can strike a queen," he muttered.

"Ah, there is no law without possible amendment! Ah,

Marguerite ! your father's murder is yet unexpiated ! This

is less wanton, but it is as worthy of punishment! Let us

see if this public denunciation will not arouse the fitful

Louis as have not the letters of 'Sagittarius.' Lord En-

guerrand of Marigny shall not forever be your buckler 1

and if you rely henceforward on cajoling Sir Walter Daul-

nay to be your sword, again you will lean on a bruised

reed!"

Spite of the solemnity, the students—many of them
youthful and foreign, of hot blood—let their fantasies

have sway ; these donned caps, being bareheaded by regu-

lations, twisted out of cloths like turbans ; those drew up
their hoods into high points so as to resemble the penitent

monks ; the gowns were tucked up to allow longer strides ;

the sleeves were rolled to give play to the arms. They
kept step to the inharmonious music, and clinked their

daggers, spoons and odd weapons to the rhythm of their

class songs.
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ly the <ieafenmg jargon in all language*, & woidd ttm
the Vandals were let loose upon Western civilization.

The university was in a ferment, as if the king had

withdrawn a charter or the church insisted on some token

of deference. The hubbub penetrated into the highest and

remotest nook. Old and dusty porers over manuscript

coeval with Cadmus, laid their goggles on their open

folios, set down the pens, which seemed an additional

finger, and tottered to the doors. They came down the

stairs and fluttered together in the yards like blinking bats.

This was no burlesque parade as on All Fools' Day,

but a movement with a special character, ominous of terri-

ble intention and deadly resolve.

Why "to Cluny?" Did this sea of humanity mean to

dash itself on this breakwater against ignorance and main

force?

Having threaded the Harpe Street, the multitude sa-

luted the college buildings and called out the inmates.

The sluggish, the daunted and the prisoners caught the

fever and leaped out, some through the windows, to join

their comrades. There were cobwebs dislodged from the

ceilings by the convulsing tread of the mass, as a body

like the oscillations of a bridge over which a regiment

crossed without breaking step.

At Sorbonne Square corner, however, there came a

stoppage, unaccountable to those sturdily jogging on in

the rear amid stifling dust.

There was a large accumulation of people here already,

but they were not awaiting the mournful procession. Quite

the reverse, for they had been looking off to the country,

and only now turned with the annoyance of persons at one

show diverted by another. They had not a scholar among
them; they were many women, good citizens, household-

ers, rural gentry, and if they would have yielded, fright-
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cncd, there was a cordon of soldiery—provostry, militia,

archers and the local watch.

All were in brushed-up coats, polished steel, and their

weapons bright. It was plain to any one acquainted with

gaping Paris that these suburbans expected the arrival of

a very great personage indeed.

Their holiday aspect and their sour looks at being dis-

turbed by the newcomers irritated the latter. The stu-

dents began to vociferate the standard compliments be-

tween the learned poor and the complacent ignorant well-

to-do.

"Why, way for Quny !" called out they.

But if the citizens and rustics, intimidated, retired, it

was different with the military. They closed their ranks,

horse and man, and the captains roared:

"Way yourselves, trouble-feasts ! Or rather, halt and

disperse! Scum and lees, decant! Students, to your

classes! Way for the king! The king is re-entering his

city of Paris
!"
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CHAPTER XIX.

"king quarrelsome" takes up another's quarrel.

"The king!" thought Buridan. "Then my Sire Louis

has been out of town and was not in the Louvre yester-

day, as that scoundrelly woman pretended in her rigma-

role about the Sagittary ? She was a knowing accomplice

with the queen in her scheme to destroy the instigator of

those absences of the monarch from his perilous consort.

What may I not have saved him from, since she so little

scruples to murder her guests? What so wonderful in

this ? A creature who had her father killed, might add the

death of her husband in her category of crime! Give

her impunity and the Louvre tower could be but another

Nesle. Ah, it will be her death knell before that
!"

All were looking at their leader, for while death was a

rival who should have held the right of way, still the ruler

of growing France was a redoubtable potentate.

Buridan having halted, the litter was stopped, not to

run over him, and all ceased to advance, marking time.

The latter ranks became compressed. The students were

quieted by the mention of the king, but looked inquiringly

for orders. The baser fellows snarled to see the sol-

diers in the road. But on a trumpet being heard in the

distance, all were silenced.

The royal cortige was coming hither.

On one hand, in the side street, armed men were heard

marching and horses tramping with measured gait. These

could only be troopers from the barracks, called to rein-

force the military at hand; the news of the tremendous

gathering had alarmed the authorities answerable for the
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royal safety, when he made these Sittings in and out of

the capital.

There was some shrinking, for the soldiers became

menacing on finding that they would be strengthened.

"Stand firm!" cried the foremost students to the pall-

bearers and the choice elder scholars nigh Buridan. "The

dead are sacred!"

In this pause, some women who had brought posies and

bushes to throw in the king's path, had a second thought

cm seeing the poor boy on the rude bier ; they pushed up

to the spot and handed their offerings to be laid on the

shocking sight. In a twinkling, the slight figure disap-

peared under the green and white, red and blue. The

face was left bare, waxen, with the fine blue veins a pale

azure like the eyes, but they were partly closed by a tender

hand ; the lips parted a little as if about to speak, or were
praying silently. Thus separated from the body, it was
like those cherub heads which the old masters fondly paint

in rosy clouds.

Quny College loomed up. All the profane surround-

ings were eclipsed like the temple when the money-

changers' stalls were hurled away—the wine shops, old

clothes' stores, ink compounders, parchment dressers, pic-

ture and curiosity collectors; the younger scholars had

climbed on every jutting point and swarmed on the lower

roofs; they hung over like bunches of grapes. Qinging

to the chimney tops, these congratulated themselves on

being out of harm's way in event of a clash between stu-

dents and the archers and watch.

To the thrilling trumpet call succeeded the clattering

of hoofs. The unfettered pace denoted that it was the

royal escort, never stopping until he reached a stage of his

journey. But as the boldest auivered and the faintest

turned for escape from this equine whirlwind, a cry arose

to the right:
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"The regent! Dom Eauxchamps! The general of

Cluny!"

To many in this quarter, the chief officer of the uni-

versity was a mightier magnate, who was spoken of less

and seen still more seldom.

Rarely had he been seen at the edge of his precincts.

Headgear was doffed widely. There could not have

been more reverence shown had the Archbishop of Paris

come to say the dead mass over Arthur.

The aged head of the abbey-college insinuating himself

through the throng, was the victim of age and an ascetic

devotion to study. His garb was monastic, in accordance

with tradition, since the first governor was a high and

rigid ecclesiastic. On the coarse ash-gray robe fell a long

white beard, and at the back his also long white hair

was caught in the hood let down between his bowed shoul-

ders. On his breast heaved, with his unusual emotion,

causing hard breathing, a curiously carved boxwood chain

with a reliquary at the end. In his leather girdle was a

cluster of keys, seals and the like, probably more emblem-

atic than for real use. He wore sandals, but his tread

was fair for his age, as he had been a soldier in his early

life.

This neutral tint and simple costume, like the founder,

Suger's, was about all the outward show attending re-

ligion which reformed Quny required. The abbot had

become merged in the regent ; the general of Quny vrzs a

germ of independence about repulsing the husk.

In his excitement and revived by that catching anima-

tion sent out by an enormous congregation, Dr. Eaux-

champs stood alone from the rectors who accompanied

him, ready to bear up his arms after the Aaronic prece-

dent.

A sort of sergeant carried a mace of office, which
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though bearing a crosspiece was decidedly martial ; it all

had a belligerent air, pleasing to the rebellious scholars.

He had been told of the calamity. He also knew of

the king's immediate coming.

Not for one second hesitating, he had on his way to

the spot where the poor scholar was brought home in such

exaggerated state, issued his comprehensive orders.

It was none too soon.

The rushing of the king's cavalcade was as a leaping

torrent, but, all at once uprose a medley of sounds, clan-

gor, clamor and din, which made the approaching uproar

like the mere rolling of the breakers when a waterspout

bursts and allays the water with its immense flail.

The forest of spires, the mountain of buildings and the

very cellars and vaults awoke with life of their kind, and

a grisly, horizonous one; the belfries launched the tocsin

as if the whole city were involved in a conflagration. The

bells which were swung, bounded out of their niches as if

to fly free ; those which were hammered, groaned after the

deafening blows. Chains were heard drawn across the

yards and passages as if for a siege. Portcullises clanged

as they dropped into the sockets ; iron grates rung as they

were rolled into set places. Bars and bolts were fastened.

Burly janitors ran from door to door, yelling: "Classes

and lectures are suspended
!"

Warders threw open the prison doors, crying to the

frightened boys, in ward for having attended the midnight

feast at the Sieve : "Out, out 1 All are wanted to defend

Cluny!"

Above all, the great master bell, only sounded on Good

Friday, belched a volume of brazen fellows like the fiery

bull of the idolaters.

At the same time, upon all the peaks, turrets and pin-

nacles! black flagi were bung out.
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This similarity of feeling caused the holders of the

black banner over the corpse to hold it high again.

Then, lastly, out of the chapels, flowed the dismal

strains of the overture from the chanters : "Oremus—let

us pray
!"

This fearful and depressing knelling, this display of

the tokens of death and the firm, resolute mien of the

mourners so affected the lieutenant of the cavalry that,

seeing, too, that the captains of the militia, men-at-arms

and archers wore a like troubled bearing, he called a halt.

The king so little expected this check, as well as this

odd welcome at his own gates, that he reined in beyond his

officer. But he did rein in.

At his feet the old man in the plain gray gown and his

white beard, presented the other climax of life to which

the dead youth was the beginning. Over the snowy head

fluttered the ensign of mortality.

Eauxchamps looked the king fairly in the eye, and said

in a loud voice

:

"A brother is dead ! Pray for him !"

The choir entoned as the monarch involuntarily touched

his riding-cap, encircled with the coronet which felt warm
to his suddenly chilled hand. His guards saluted. The
horses, curbed up, seemed to imitate the bowing of the

courtiers.

A lugubrious utterance issued from the vaults and flut-

tered the pigeons in the eaves. It was the choristers

chanting the imposing "Dies irce!"

Women sobbed; men fell on their knees. An organ

fortified the voices and the solemn flow expanded as

though to reach the celestial dome.

Eauxchamps made a gesture. All the subjects of this

master of the collegiate world fell away to let nothing

intervene between him and the royal party.
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Regent and royalty faced, "and they were alone be-

tween."

"Lord, I bleed at the heart for the slaying of my Absa-

lom," said the old white beard, tenderly. "We pray, but

the royal hand must strike ! Cluny looks for good, strict,

swift and ample justice ! If our good lord had not come

in time while the corpse looks up for avengement, I, being

noble and prior of this establishment, would have mar-

shaled my army, and finding the spillers of this so inno-

cent blood, hang them on the donjon of Cluny !"

Rejuvenated by his affection and his proud estate, he

reached into the litter, still held shoulder-high, and took

off the body as it were a child's. Staggering forward

with it in his arms, become lithe and vigorous, he dropped

on one knee and offered the poor wreck, like a Pieta. This

dumb show repeated the appeal to the king as dealer of

justice.

The king had turned pale, though arriving flushed with

haste and tumultuous thoughts. He frowned. He had

guessed the facts; he divined that this was one new link

in the chain of victims of some persistent criminal, which

made the Seine loathsome to him as the Nile offensive

with the dead for Pharaoh's hard heart.

This hesitation to reply to the appeal must have irri-

tated the concourse, for a distinct hissing passed over the

thousand faces. Louis looked back over his shoulder;

certainly, there was a host; soldiers of all arms, but be-

fore him, the guards of death; the total was a myriad.

All Paris was at the back of this youth

!

"You are right, abbot," said he, hastily, as if to make
amends for the pause. His aroused and steady voice was

strange to his courtiers. "There being a murder, it is the

justice who enters Paris and not simply the king. Let

your halters bind your own knaves, for I have enough on

the gibbet of Montfaucon for the disturbers of our peace.
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Let me go, father, for I take no rest until upon the bed of

justice in the palace !"*

Stooping over the saddle bow, he added in the regent's

ear, but others could hear

:

"Faith 1 you are but seconding the task for which I

return in hot haste
!"

Subtle or straightforward, this tolerably prompt agree-

ment with the governor's request, accompanied by a toler-

ably arrogant threat, earned Louis applause very hearty,

though the dead presence lowered the tone of its ex-

pression. Way was made for him with alacrity and he

rode through a double line of bareheaded and cheering

people, followed by his troop, wondering by what talis-

manic words he had conquered the multitude.

In passing the corpse, good horseman as he was, the

steed swerving with the equine distaste for blood, he

plucked a jewel off his cap and dropped it on the boughs,

saying:

"Poor lad! for the mass!"

A visitor to the dead leaves a flower, a prayer or a coin

—a king gave a gem.

Louis was never accounted a fine statesman; neverthe-

less, in two minutes, he had conciliated church, the edu-

cated and the mob.

Around the poor scholar respect hushed the plaudits,

but at the edge of the crowd there need be no such

repression. On St. Michael's Bridge there was a deafen-

ing roar: "Long live the king!"

"Live to do justice!" said Buridan, who had his rea-

sons to increase the royal popularity.

Whereupon "Justice!" was echoed all along the line

Bed of Justice: A solemn royal court, as the king originally

sat on a reclining-chair, to be at the greater ease in a long hearing.
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and accompanied Louis to the Louvre, where the cry died

under the arch.

Buridan relieved the superior of the precious load.

"God direct him J" said the regent, following with his

eyes the route by which Louis had disappeared like a

flash, for the mass closed up. "To the nave in the abbey,

where he shall remain for the night." His moist eye wan-

dered, but was directed upward. The misty glance saw

on the keystone of the tower a common emblem there

—

the pelican nourishing her young, in a nest of gladioli.

In time and with the rain, oxide of iron had dyed the

wounded breast a red, on which the sun glistened as if it

were fresh blood.

"You see, Master Buridan," he whispered, for he leaned

fainting on his arm, "it's the image of the father of the

university. We bleed, day by day, for the loss of a son
!"

"Poor Arthur, yes!"

"I am going to sit up by him all the night, praying for

him!"

"He will not require so many prayers," corrected Buri-

dan. "Wiser to pray for the king's arm to be strength-

ened. But watch you, doctor ! while those who can, hold

the king to his task."

All the sons of Cluny followed the head and his rec-

tors into the fane, but Buridan went toward the town,

meditating

:

"Ruler of the Universe, I have sinned in my pride ! It

is Thou solely which supernally and perfectly plans be-

yond—above our petty designs. Thy hand sets the true

peg in the stop so that the chord is in divine tune
!"
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CHAPTER XX.

WHEN THE KING'S AWAY, THE QUEEN WILL PLAY.

The site of the Louvre Palace has suffered so many
changes that it might be a chameleon's dwelling when it

comes to the last phase, as other royal abodes are, accord-

ing to Scripture, haunts of the fox and the coney.

Beginning as the kennels of King Dagobert, then

Philip-Augustus' stronghold, it was prison for King

Charles the Bad, of Navarre, and the toy of Charles VIL,

who completed it.

But it was a brave and bonny citadel when, in the ab-

sences of the erratic spouse, Louis, between his short so-

journs here, preferring his rural pleasure houses, Mar-

guerite was the ruler.

The crenelations in the brick towers were like saw-

teeth, and set on edge the teeth of those who do not like

a city with its wall razed and its citadel in too good order.

The ditches and fosses were deep and shone like snakes

winding among the bastions. The main tower arose bulky

among the minor ones of gray. The shadow of this pile

always lay somewhere on the wings of the building, crack-

ing with its own weight.

It was not cheerful. On that stormy night, it had

looked like a black dragon with scales on which the light-

ning played.

This was when Louis, so fretful, was at home. With a

restless prince, no galas, no banquets, no long strolls to

music, no joyous boating parties on the moat or fishing

for the lolling carp, the brilliant perch or the fierce pike.

On the other hand, when the day of Marguerite, regent,

dawned, the stones glistened, the flags blew out and shed
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their tints, the windows showed merry faces, the walks

were aglow with strolling dames, and the armor of the

officers was subdued in its dazzle by the silken sashes.

Trumpets rang out, and in the arbors dulcimers and

guitars tinkled, and the dwarf jester, who composed his

jests when his irritable master was here, cracked them

when he was hence.

That was the queen's day—that was plain. In the neigh-

borhood of what was called the court end of the town,

the stables were full of horses ridden by visitors. Var-

lets, squires and footboys aired their new liveries and

escorted their masters under the arches no longer gloomy.

The confusion was extreme; dust powdered the spick-

and-span apparel ; the court officials were brisk and bright

as tropical beetles.

The new fashion allowed the gentlemen to dispense with

body armor, but they substituted for it surcoats with their

arms emblazoned.

On such days, too, a little blindness on the part of the

castle servants permitted the tradesmen's porters to linger

in the sacred precincts; and the gatewards similarly af-

flicted ocularly, winked at idlers slipping in beside author-

ized visitors, and forming the gaping herd which admired

the domestics up at the windows and mistook them for

princesses or duchesses, at the least, aided by the facetious

propensity of the Parisian to perpetuate rustic's error

rather than rudely dissipate his illusion.

Under pretense of affording distraction for the chil-

dren, in this straggling rout, permission included a little

troop of actors, such as Lyonnet had met on the road years

ago. There was the more or less trained donkey, beast of

much burden in his "off time," a woman and children, all

in acrobatic attire under their flimsy wraps, and the chief

a tall, gaunt man in flowing, seedy gown, a comical hat of

black, ornamented by yellow paint with cabalistic figures,
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and brandishing a wand with a fist very vigorous for the

wearer of so long a gray beard. His apparel was gaudy

and threadbare, but there was so strong an expression of

worth and belief in his devices that the smile his first ap-

pearance called up did not broaden into a laugh. He was

a juggler of no mean capacity, for, as soon as the tent was
pitched, metaphorically, that, is, a stand taken under the

windows of the Ladies' Bridge, he kept aloft by skillful

batting with his slender staff all the balls, oranges and

short sticks which the mountebanks showered upon the

papa.

At the same time, the woman, being an antitype of

"the human orchestra," playing several instruments at

once, accompanied his swift and dexterous movements.

Now and then the urchins, as if by spontaneity, shook

off their apathy and began dancing most irregularly or

turning cartwheels, flipflaps and somersaults, while

watching with a hungry eye the tantalizing procession

of the cook's men, carrying out of the pantry and kitchen

(la panneterie), covered dishes of silver, emblazoned with

the arms of France and Burgundy. At intervals, too, the

call went over the courtyard: "Way for the queen's

echanson (cupbearer)
!"

Within some months, the august mistress of the Louvre

had been tormented with unquenchable thirst, sign of

deep-set fever.

When her breakfast and wine posset were brought into

her private rooms, she was not a-bed, but sitting on a

reclining-chair, plumped up with cushions. She was doz-

ing, as slumber profound had been denied her these last

few days.

Several women were about the room and in the ante-

room, but immediately near her was only one lady-in-

waiting.

Marguerite writhed from head to foot, and starting,
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without opening her eyes, as if she feared beholding worse

in the reality than in the dreamland, exclaimed:

"What's that—who is there ?"

"Only Gertrude," was the answer, in a soothing voice,

as the lady of Lamarcq ran to the divan.

"I thought I heard the clatter of sword and shield I"

looking around.

"The breakfast things and the morning-cup, lady I"

"Breakfast—is it daytime?"

"Since some time."

She drew the curtains slowly so that the light would

gradually break on the princess* reddened eyes.

The queen sat up and looked out of the tall, narrow

casement. She could discern the line of the Louvre fruit

trees and willows, the river, the other shore with its

churches, colleges and castellated mansions, with the green

woods beyond. A south wind was lazily whirling the fog

off the stream, and through the compacted mass the Billy

tower stood before the cathedral island. But to her all

was vague, excepting a window afar, with the Seine be-

tween. Her eye reached it by the direct line, closed with

iron shutters, repulsing, forbidding the sight to linger

—

the window of the death tower of Nesle.

She repressed a shudder, but her brow was corrugated

and her tone apprehensive as she asked

:

"Gertrude, I heard a voice in the night, creaking and

strident as the prophet's of old. It said the same phrase

over and over again
!"

"There is a crazy man who wanders over the town,

crying out regularly as the night watchman : 'Corn is too

dear in the country !'—which may be so, without any need

of bawling the fact to Parisians, who want to know noth-

ing about grain until ground into flour and baked
!"

"No, it was a woman, though I have heard that, too.

She said, I think, something about a loss."
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"Oh, that!" returned the young lady, more interested.

"I heard that and I sent my maid to inquire into it, for, un-

doubtedly, the wail was pitiful. It appears that the hap-

less creature is distraught. She had a good business, in-

herited from her husband, a painter of manuscripts at

Quny. But on losing a little boy of hers, found drowned

in the Seine
"

"Ah! that is why she cries out monotonously: 'Lost,

lost!'"

"That is all the word she uses."

There was music, and the breakfast and rising-cup were

stately brought into the room. The queen resumed her

air of the happy sovereign, and let the women slightly ad-

just her hair and garments since she was impatient to eat

or, rather, to drink.

The servants withdrew. Marguerite was left with her

confidante, who instantly uttered a question which, since

a few minutes, had been wavering on her lips.

"My dear mistress, that double scratch on your temple

gets worse inflamed. I should see the doctor about it.

Never will you make him believe that it is a simple ac-

cident!"

"Did I not tell you that I must have slept on a hairpin?"

returned Marguerite, with ill temper rarely shown to the

lady of Lamarcq.

"But the pin may have been poisoned. You should not

risk your beauty !" she implored, with sincere admiration.

"A wife's beauty is not her property—it is her husband's

pleasure and, in your case, the glory of the realm."

"By the way," said Marguerite, finishing the special

draft and tossing the cup ungratefully upon the board,

"where is the king—has he not sent in for news of me ?"

"The king? He left the palace in the night! and a

heavy burden went with him ! Never joyous companion,

lince his last return, it is grimness personified, saving
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your presence ! Well, it must have been a shock—to be

riding into your capital, and instead of a jolly crowd wav-
ing green boughs and whooping up welcome, a pack of

frantic students and vagrants, fluttering black rags and

weeping and wailing ! to say nothing of the old rector of

Quny and his band of magpies and ravens in black and

white, crying out for vengeance, because, forsooth, a little

scholar had been found in the water ! I dare say, after all,

if the truth were spoken, he was just fishing where he had

no business to be and fell in among the other gudgeons."

"Gertrude, you are pretending a joking spirit which

you do not feel, and which is not in keeping with the

serious affair. I think you know, as I only guess, that the

woman lamenting in the night was the scholar, Arthur's,

mother—in other words, the nurse of him as the unsus-

pected Philip Daulnay ! If Cluny had not urged the king

to take up this matter, the nobles would, since the Daul-

nays have come up into view again among the peers."

The Lady Gertrude was silent. She had begun to be

prudent in her confidences toward the lady paramount,

and even more Baboline—in the palace the queen's other

self.

"The Daulnays are under one head now," she said, in

a sad tone and more in her true vein, for she was not

frivolous, and more and more loved the knight. "This

younger brother will require years to bear arms like Sir

Walter "

"As guards' officer, of course, Sir Walter has gone

with the king?"

"It's the other way, my lady ! As officer of the house-

hold guards, the king has chosen him to watch the palace

in his absence, thinking he deserves repose after his cam-

paign."

The queen smiled, for she would have little relished
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having a rigid disciplinarian and not a young man, also

pliant to her chosen lady, placed over her residence.

"He took with him Degiac
"

"Ay, an old soldier—there's a man who asks not for

a silk coat over his brass one ! He will die in military har-

ness, Degiac will
!"

"Do you not think Sir Walter as soldierly?" queried

the young lady, quickly.

"I trust not, for your sweet sake ! What kind of a hus-

band will a bellicose Hotspur make, who starts up from

your side at the trumpet blast and leaps out of the win-

dow into the troop of horse passing under? But since

it is not Sir Walter with the king, how is it he has not

paid his respects to me as the lady of the palace this

morning ?"

"I do not know—he ought to have been on duty, eh?

But for a couple of days he has not been seen after some

formal inspections and reviews!" replied Gertrude, sul-

lenly.

"Is he making you jealous? I shall cease to like this

hero if he trifles with my dear Gertrude ! Oh, but Paris

is full of decoys!"

"That is what terrifies me ! There seems to be a pitfall

under every young man likely to excite envy and ad-

miration !"

The queen shuddered, but it was inwardly.

"But I heard from his orderly that it is not he who fears

this Parisian trap, at least for himself, but for the young

brother—who knows but such a stranger here might be

found like those others on the Seine strand ?"

"But this one is a scholar—he would know the other

bank anyway!"

"The king has scolded Lord Marigny about so many
deaths with the similar surroundings

!"
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"Lord Marigny is more disquieted about the people

raising the taxes
!"

"Ah, but the people raise a noise over the continuous

finding of the dead! The city officials plead that they

control this side the river ; the provostry say the university

stands on its jurisdiction over there, and cannot follow

up a clew!"

"Let us talk of other matters, child !" testily exclaimed

the queen, flirting with a fan ornamented with a looking-

glass, and called a "sun screen" at the period. "All I see

is that the king away, his captains play. But what is the

stir within there now ?" She arose, eager for distraction.

Gertrude listened, but calmly.

"It can only be the young nobles, wishful to present

their respects this morning.
,,

"The nobles—yes; but why emphasize 'young
9 ?'9

"At the king's 'levee' the nobles are of all ages, but at

your highness' receptions the young predominate. They
freely say that the day of the senile, decrepit and doting

is over—that with a regent so sempiternal, blooming, ex-

uberant with summer sunshine—the model of our chiv-

alry is Daulnay!"

"Humph ! You agree, then ? But my rule is so inter-

mittent, so short in its intervals that we must not lose an

hour of it! Bid the others let them in!"

She retired to conclude her dressing while her command
was transmitted and performed. The collected suitors,

courtiers and visitors flowed in like a mill race over a dam.

Behind their gorgeous bevy, their squires and pages

massed at the entrance, in embroidered capes or caps with

capon feathers. Their masters could be classed thus:

the strangers by their too-new garments, the elderly af-

fecting alacrity, and the callow youth who affected for

their part boisterousness and assertiveness. Most dis-
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played their rank and family in badges, coats of arms and

clasps like coffin plates.

As the queen was not in her state chair, the tattle and

babble were renewed as outside. The lady of Lamarcq

was overwhelmed with questions.

But before the swarm had invaded the whole of the

apartment, out of a side door, screened by the fine picture

executed at Utrecht, in wool, of "Darius' Daughter Suing

to Alexander," in strode the acknowledged "mayor of the

palace." Sir Walter Daulnay was master. He blocked

the progress as if ordered not to have his master's consort

closely pressed.

In spite of his youth, deep gravity seemed to announce

that no man could be more impressed with his position.

Lady Gertrude refrained from speaking to him on account

of this moody spell.

"Hola!" burst out the foremost of the enterers, struck

by the gloom on this living obstacle. "Is it not Capt. Daul-

nay who has preceded us? Oh, crooked fortune! it is

right for him to be the guardian of our peerless queen of

France and beauty, but why the scowl? In his place, I

should be a shining sun! I warrant that you have not

yourself seen the rising morning star since you look like

a penance-doer
!"

"Lord Playsaunce, indeed, I have not seen her majesty.

But we shall all have the pleasure instantly since the doors

are ordered open." While addressing the fopling, he wist-

fully scrutinized the many visages, but without satisfying

his quest. Then to another, he went on seriously : "Count

Savoisy, excuse me, but I am expecting a brother—

a

brother so dear that I could die for him !"

"I did not know you had any brothers, Sir Walter," re-

plied the noble pointed. out.

"I did not know where he was until lately, for that

matter!"
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"You had no need," struck in the gallant called Raoullet

de Playsaunce, "for it is for the poor cousins to hunt up
their relative in fortune like you 1"

"It is, sirs, a strange story how we came together."

He was listened to very negligently by the office seekers.

Savoisy alone was lenient as became a politician, who must

never have a deaf ear. The Count Evrard Savoisy was
far underneath the post he coveted. He concealed a deep

insight into mankind under good-humored simplicity;

knowledge of tongues under slow, plain speech ; and full

consciousness of his own merits under an air of being

the equal of but few about him.

Like himself morally, he was personally "between two

airs" ; blue eyes under brown brows ; black hair, but blond

beard ; broad shoulders, but slim waist ; active, though of

heavy limb; unpretentious, but imposing after a little

while. The dwarf court jester jested at him, but never

with him.

"What news on the wind which blew your worships in ?"

inquired Sir Walter, like one willing for any word to

divert a pressing worry. He was a kind of steward in the

master's unlimited absence and the mistress' short one.

"Eh, Pierrefonds?"

Eberhard, Baron of Pierrefonds, was an Alsatian ; fair

as a Saxon maiden ; brawny as if to split his dainty, fine

clothing, for he was at home in a steel suit; but beneath

the beetling, burly attitude, he was a sycophant.

"How can there be any news where the king is not?"

replied he. "When returns he from St. Germain Lodge ?"

"To-morrow," rejoined Daulnay, without knowing what

he said and as a soldier repeats the word and counterword.

The assemblage echoed the word with amusement ; the

royal "to-morrow" was a stereotyped expression of vague-

ness.

"I would wager that my liege is like the Parisians,"
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said Raoullet, hiding a yawn ; "he finds it too much quail

—I mean, he is sick of the string of odd fish haled out of

the Seine—too much gudgeon palls
!"

"Odd fish?" murmured Daulnay, still more sorrowfully;

"I have seen some!"

"I saw one/' continued Pierrefonds ; "the cloud is fall-

ing on us now ! My varlet was formerly in the Chevreuse

family, was called over to the Barefoot Brethren Monas-

tery, to identify one of Playsaunce's 'odd fish/ and lo ! it

was Sir Hector of that family !"

"Hector? A chevalier of the royal orders!" said Sa-

voisy. "This is getting warm."

"Hector of Chevreuse?" cried Playsaunce, interested.

"Come to think of it, as rarely I do of anything, between

us, lords, Hector is a cousin! That spark cradled on

down now lies on straw! Heyday!"

Walter went to him, and, seizing his hand, gave it a

squeeze which made the delicate lordling wince.

"Raoullet," said Savoisy, between jest and earnest, "I

see that you will not sleep for this loss. I beg to suggest

your getting the new poem—Bechada's Taking of Jeru-

salem'!—which Dame Grecie, of the Sorbonne, lends out

at five livres. You will find it consoling, for so many
Hectors are slain per page that one more or less will not

wring tears from you
!"

"Hector shall be avenged !" said Playsaunce, energetic-

ally waving a handkerchief with which he had brushed

his eyes.

"Certainly he shall be avenged, if not those of no de-

gree!" agreed Pierrefonds, clinching his huge fist and

straining his gloves. "Priests pray, but princes slay
!"

"Gentlemen," broke in Savoisy, with intended warmth,

"each corpse is a curse upon this indolent Marigny ! What
a dual post—superintendent of the finances and director

of the police over Paris ! We do not want a director, but
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a corrector! Under him is gone the safety of the town

and visitors !" This time he had not been outspoken pre-

maturely, for there were sympathetic sounds. So he

added with the same fire : "The dead will not be wasted if

they so pile on this delinquent guardian of our peace and

bury him !"

"Who is safe," said Raoullet, "when a fellow like Hec-

tor, who never troubled even a tailor to send in his bill,

has found foes to drown him? And he detested Seine

water so, having his drinking water from Marly by the

tierce
!"

"Very sad ! and I have a brother missing," said Walter,

somewhat monotonously.

A brother to a favorite is worth cultivating; more than

one hastily inquired about this unknown.

"This disappearance is unexampled, count and gentle-

men," went on Walter, as if to ease a burdened bosom.

"Look you ! he was a poor scholar at Cluny, but hearing of

my arrival at the Louvre and appointment, he hastens to

the very gates. He pauses in a tavern to send word of

his nearness, and I leave all to embrace him ! I see him,

recognize him with—oh, what pleasure! and I part only

on his promise that he will join me here immediately. He
reaches the palace, for he was seen out there under its

shadow"—he looked out of the window as if he hoped to

see Philip then
—

"but he might have been merged with

that shadow for all that man has seen of my poor Philip

since
!"

The sympathetic thrill was general ; the country visitors

were particularly demonstrative.

"Pooh! have cheer! The kin of a Daulnay must be

forthcoming," said an usher, with a worldly smile. "Ev-

erything in Paris is flimsy and ephemeral1—the webs break

so shortly ! You say, a younger brother—oh, they always

burst through the nets
!"
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"Nay, the king will attend to this, for your sake, Sir

Walter," said the baron. "Never will he permit the cream

of his nobility to be washed under by Seine pools ! Yet
what kind of a St. Guy's vertigo is it that induces gentle-

men to twirl into that abominable river and fatten its

carp?"

"Our fine beaus," moaned Raoullet, "meeting the death

fated for kittens and the baseborn
!"

"By St. Christopher, who carried folk over the river

and so must perforce bless the ferrymen, do you imagine

that our friends are the sort to walk into the river ?" said

Pierrefonds.

"Well, no, my lords," interposed the usher, before so

obtrusive with his worldly lore ; "but there are false lights

—marsh candles which lead
"

"Lord Pierrefonds," intervened Savoisy, become as

grave as Sir Walter, "resolve a man to air and the winds

may disperse 'the atoms to infinity; but the earth gives up

its dead and the waters do not imprison forever the secrets

confided to them!"

He was surrounded, as anything like a secret allures in

a palace.

"It is easier to make a hole in the water than in the

soil, but the currents probe out and the waves heave.

From St. Paul Manor to the palace where we have the

honor to debate, there stand several mansions on the

water edge and they have more than pne window apiece

over it!"

He let his hand fall as if broken, by his side, to strike

his thigh with a ghastly "ker-chug !" like a body dropping

into deep water, which caused not even Playsaunce to

smile.

"Lord Savoisy is pointing true as the die," said the lat-

ter, too impressed to be precise in his similes.

"For that matter," said Pierrefonds, trying to hunt with
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Savoisy since his open attack on Marigny hinted that the

latter's post was not unassailable, and pointing deliberately

out of the window and directly opposite, "anybody can see

more than one castle all but tumbling into the Seine
!"

"That is Nesle House !" said Daulnay, looking hard at

the speaker as if to see his drift.

"Talking of Nesle House," resumed Savoisy, steadily

and familiarly drawing to him Playsaunce, Pierrefonds

and Daulnay, "I was out in the dead of night, when all

was obambulated around the town "

"Hold, my dear lord/' interrupted Playsaunce, "that's

a new word, but a rotund one as a Dutchman ! Pray re-

peat it and expound, for I believe it would have a fine

effect on my long-winded farmers! 'Pay up or I will

obarn'—what's the rest of it, pray ?"

"Obatnbulate! It's a regular word at Cluny," said the

chaplain, promptly, "and signifies to obscure, to darken

—

my lord uses it aptly, in faith
!"

"I thank your reverence," said Savoisy, but without re-

linquishing his purpose.

"The story, obambulated or without that sauce I" was
the cry from many.

"I was out at two in the morning, all being obambu

—

and so forth, when I could not but be dazzled to see, on

the other bank, that Tower of Nesle, which seemed the

meteor blazing when our king was born
!"

"The Nesle House brilliant?" queried Playsaunce,

thinking it dull enough at the time.

"Believe me, torches flared as if for St. John's night;

each crack was a devil grinning, with his jaws dribbling

liquid fire; out of the chimneys roared sparks and smell

of delicious viands ! Now, I never did like that staggering

pile, glowering after dusk like a dragon gloating over

Paris—but it daunted me more when it shot up that pillar

of fire as if from the bottomless pit ! Look at it, hunching
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up, black and grim, and frowning down on the river, sil-

very out here, but like ink under its walls
!"

"What a story to carry home !" said a country squire.

"That, without a conclusion?" said Savoisy, modestly.

"Nay, sir, this is nothing to those the commonfolk rattle

out by the yard."

"Oh, my good lord, if you would tell them that, too

—

your style is so captivating !"

Daulnay lifted his gauntleted hand and chid the coun-

try visitor with a shake of the helmeted head.

"We are forgetting, my masters, that Nesle is a royal

residence."

"H'm! only queenly," said Raoullet, dryly. "Well, I

shall get my valet to 'pump' the commonfolk and dis-

charge to me."

"They say," said Pierrefonds, affecting Savoisy's mys-

terious manner, and wishing to mine in the same vein,

"that the king shuns the Louvre as gloomy ; perhaps, it is

only the contrast galls his majesty—Louvre dark and

Nesle gay."

"Nesle all «yes—Louvre blind," added Savoisy.

"The king might thank him who drew the blind at two

in the morning when the Nesle shines," said Pierrefonds.

"Yours be the hand," said the count.

"And make the royal resident hostile "

"I ought to say Marigny hostile, since it is he who ought

to know why all lights unlicensed are not put out at cur-

few."

"Hush ! You have conjured him !"

"The superintendent of finance !" was announced in the

corridors.

And Lord Enguerrand Marigny stalked into the room,

"like the man in the May," otherwise "Jack-in-the-Green,"

says a chronicler. Titulary, minister of finance, he was, as

holder of the purse and the strings of the other offices, the
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prime minister. Undoubtedly he had the queen on his

side, each tolerating in the other what did not interfere

with their peculiar sway. Logically, the flights of the sov-

ereign to his suburban pleasure resorts excellently facili-

tated Marigny in playing the autocrat. He did as he

listed, and the king, reversing the roles of minister and

monarch, had all the blame and responsibility thrown at

him when he reappeared in the capital. He was not ex-

actly the power behind the throne, but the one between

king and queen upon it.

Savoisy calmly awaited until the great dignitary was
half across the room, when he concluded, as he negligently

added his salutations to the others, "Our king likes to

have the news first-hand, and not filtered through any me-

dium! Eh, my Lord Marigny?"

This was next to a challenge ; it was as if Savoisy was
making a bid for the other's office. He intrepidly faced

the latter, which few there as yet cared to do, for Enguer-

rand had the steady eye of a just man—not perfect, for he

possessed the flaws of veniality, corruption and pandering

to class and established things of his time.

"Count, you cannot expect one to answer so blunt a

question without a peep at the context," was the cautious

reply.

"We were merely saying that the Parisians are a blessed

people to have such a ruler as King Louis X. and Lord

Marigny as his right hand."

At this similarly cautious answer the courtiers ven-

tured to draw a free breath.

The reply was bitter, since the statesman divined the

undercurrent

:

"The Parisians—ay, the French would not enjoy more

than half that blessing if my dear Lord Savoisy had his

wishes gratified!"

Less than this retort had fired up the embers, always
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smoldering among the great peers, but, happily Sir Wal-
ter, already chafing at this wrangling at the queen's door,

clanked his sword handle with his glove as a signal, and

the chamberlains cried out

:

"Lords and gentlemen, her dread majesty the queen I"

All was quieted as the king's deputy entered the room.
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE CABALIST.

"Heaven keep you, my lords!" exclaimed Marguerite,

sweeping in with a short train which two pages could

manage, on the short path to the chair of state. If her

dress was scarcely more than formal, she was inundated

with jewels, as it was the mode to wear diamonds in

"ropes" and pearls in strings redoubled. "As you are

aware that the king will arrive to-morrow, and if you

have any pressing favor to ask of the regent, make haste,

for the moon shines but for the spell of the sun's ab-

sence."

"We shall lose nothing thereby," Savoisy said, pushed

forward as spokesman, while Marginy, slenderly sup-

ported, stood aloof. "You will always be pur queen,

by wedlock, blood and beauty ! And you will always rule

in France so long as the king has an eye and a heart

for beauty, wit and love
!"

She nodded to Savoisy, whose flatterers bowed to him
smilingly. She noticed the royal guardsman next.

"Sir Walter," said she, very placidly, "you asked leave

yesterday to present your brother—the cadet of the Daul-

nays. Do I see him here?"

"He is not here, to my keen regret," replied Daulnay,

nervously. "I am truly distressed on his head. This

accursed city for mountebanks, gypsies who steal chil-

dren and magicians who make charms with the innocent

hair and bones
!"

His remark was assented to; in fact, its gist was cor-

roborated by the pleasant tumult in the yard below

—

jingling and drumming, rounds of laughter and applause,

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



The Cabalist. 203

for the old juggler had commenced a fresh feat—-each

had been superior to the other, of course—to the crowd's

rapture, that of the soldiers on or off duty, and the

window tenants.

"Do not show impatience, Lord Marigny, for I do not

accuse you!" went on Walter. "The town, outgrowing

its bounds day after day, escapes your vigilance. But are

the criminals to continue to heap up dead bodies under

lee of the Nesle mansion also, day after day?"

"Fishermen, scavengers or poor scholars?" said Ma-
rigny, haughtily, as one to whom was brought the scul-

leryman's account instead of the steward's.

"Poor scholars," repeated Daulnay, pierced and yet

chilled.

"My cousin, Hector of Chevreuse," cried Playsaunce,

boldly; "your lordship does not pen him up with that

herd, eh?"

"Oh, if a noble, it must be inquired into. A lord !" and

beckoning to a man in black and a long chain of office

which held a portfolio, he whispered to him. This private

secretary began to make notes in the Roman shorthand

of the day.

"And the inquiry, my lord," said Pierrefonds, looking

rudely over the writing, "will agree with my opinion

—

lucre is not at the bottom of it, but blood
!"

The ugly word was repeated, but in a low tone, and

the queen ought not to have heard it, chatting as she was

with her ladies and some who came in, but she gave no

sign of heeding what, after all, had settled down to a

discussion with the minister answerable for order.

"Blood, sir?"

"These sorcerers need blood for their conjurations

—

human blood! Do you believe that nature will yield up

her secrets without dreadful profanation?"
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Some of the rustic gentry crossed themselves and the

chaplain murmured: "That is proven!"

Marigny made so contemptuous a grimace that Pierre-

fonds turned red ; but the queen forestalled any retort by
showing that she had heard quite enough, by her remark,

tolerably sarcastic:

"You, sir, forget that Lord Marigny is one of the en-

lightened ; he does not believe in the black art/'

The rustics, especially from the South, made the sign

against the evil eye, to be safe on both sides.

"Then, since we see in him a master of all the fine

arts," interposed Savoisy, "it is time he did. It's a belief

our fathers were not ashamed of, and back to the

prophets. Sir Canon"—he singled out a church elder

—

"is there not very old Holy Writ against wizards, diviners

and the like, to prove they had power, if occult?"

The canon bowed assent.

"If any forecaster can tell my builder when he will be

paid in full or, what is the same thing; when he will get

the roof on, I shall be obliged to him," said Playsaunce.

But few laughed; it was suspected that Savoisy, after

the rebuke which was defiance, would retaliate if encour-

aged, and the queen seemed not averse. He had gone into

the central window recess, but it was not to retreat, but to

spring as from ambush.

"I should not be sorry, for one," said the queen, foster-

ing the mirthful strain, "to learn accurately when we
shall see my lord again!"

"And," took up Savoisy, with swiftness, "what he will

do when he hears that the Seine continues to yield such

a supply to the paupers' ground, the Cluny catacombs,

and, more in our province, the family vaults of the

Chevreuses, to begin with
!"

"If that quacksalver down there were a fair sample?"
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said Pierrefonds, who had joined the taunter in the em-

brasure.

"If he can make us laugh as he does that crowd, he

would be welcome here, as glee singer/' said the queen,

as if already wearied of playing the ruler. "By St.

Vitus! we'll essay it, if you are still willing?"

"Oh, who but the queen is mistress here?" was the

universal clamor.

Marguerite had lifted her hand, but before an usher

could quit the room, to carry her order, Savoisy conde-

scended to call out of the window in a peremptory tone:

"Hey, the buffoon! Hey, you man from the jugglers'

street! Hey, you cabalistic doctor, make your way up

here into the throne room, and bring you a goodly store

of pleasant fortunes, for queen and court all are eager to

foretaste the sweets of the Three Fateful Sisters
!"

As if timed, the sport had ceased; the play children

were squatting to rest their joints ; the donkey laid down
and rolled; the woman counted coin in her tambourine.

With celerity, as if he had hoped yet doubted such a boon,

the cabalist, as the noble introducer flatteringly called

him, drew himself erect like one suddenly placed on his

fitting pedestal. He enfolded himself loftily in his seedy

mantle, black inlaid with red "tongues" and other ortho-

dox devices, and throwing down his tall cap as not wanted

when his eye, his brow and intelligent head would con-

firm the good opinion, followed the usher, who had by

this time reached the portals.

Dingy, tawdry and sordid was the attire, very un-

seemly on those stairs and against the frescoed walls, out

never had a courtier trodden the way with a less anxious

foot.

Meanwhile, Marguerite had continued her playful

mood by imploring the French court to duly receive the

envoy of the prince of darkness. They lightly agreed,
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but nearly all mumbled some counter charm up the sleeve,

but Marigny looked on as an old man at children dis-

porting with an ape. Chief of the police as he was, and

such as it was, he knew too well how little Satan sub-

stantially does in shielding his agents.

The sorcerer presented himself with dignity, saluted

the lords with marvelous differences, according to their

station and present standing—another matter—and con-

cluded the whole in one of those professional glances

which serve a conjuror in his operations as to second

sight.

Savoisy stepped in the way to save him half the jour-

ney. Imbued with the belief that the queen was letting

go of Marigny, he flattered himself that she would cling

to him as successor. It could not be said that the two,

gentleman and juggler, so much as exchanged a sign or

a look, yet one would think they were not unfamiliar.

"You condemned Bohemian," began he, with all the re-

pugnance the upper classes held the everlasting wander-

ers in, "the queen deigns to have you brought hither in

order to cast the fate of the high minister of the realm."

"In that case," returned the stranger to such circles,

almost rudely, "let my lord stand out of my way that I

may pass to my honored client !" Cicero could not have

spoken more tranquilly. Stopping in three strides, he

saluted Marigny coldly and said in a voice wondrously

devoid of feeling : "Lord Enguerrand, I am here
!"

The person addressed looked over to the queen, who
graciously waved her hand in confirmation of her desire

to have her curiosity fulfilled at his expense.

"Mark this, wizard ! If you want to be welcome here,

rather announce a thousand disgraces than barely one

—

a thousand deaths than one ! But I can also say that how-
ever joyful and easy your prophecies may make others,

they will leave me tranquil and incredulous
"

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



The Cabalist 207

"Lord Enguerrand," returned the soothsayer, in a

nobler voice, and seeming to be the grander at confront-

ing a superior man, "I have but one death and one disgrace

to impart to you ; but the one is nigh and the other awful.

If you have any account to regulate with your conscience,

hasten, for by the voice breathed into me, you are allowed

but three days
!"

There was a shiver, but Marigny's voice did not quaver

as it pronounced his thanks in politeness.

"Others are not given three hours sometimes/' added

he. "But they are waiting ! I still thank you, man from

the East!"

No one pressed forward; but Sir Walter stood his

ground as against man or demon. The fortune teller

turned to him.

Walter thought the eyes aimed at his were not wholly

strange, but the voice, if disguised, was so changed as

became an excellent illusionist.

"What does Sir Walter Daulnay wish me to tell him

about? To one so young the past is yesterday; the

future, to-morrow."

"You might tell me of to-day, then," said the guards-

man.

"Sooner have the past revived—sooner behold the fu-

ture unveiled—but the present—never, never!"

"Sorcerer, I wish to know what is surging up in my
brain now?"
"My son, you are waiting for one who will not come

—your brother!" He spoke with tenderness which

brought tears to the Lady Gertrude's eyes.
41Where is my brother, then?" cried Walter, fiercely.

"I see him in Cluny."

"What! did he repulse what I offered him at court-
did he return to his school ?"

"I do not say in the college—in the nave of the abbey-
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a poor scholar, but laid in state as if the highest in the

university; but, then, in the court of wisdom, all subjects

are peers!"

Daulnay did not notice the pride of independence. He
grasped the speaker by the arm and gasped : "Do you say

lying in state—dead ?"

"Nay, living now in the garden of the Lord, where

nothing fades or diesl"

This was so odd in the gypsy's mouth that the church-

men present looked at each other in bewilderment. In

the pause, Playsaunce whispered to his neighbor:

"Hum ! I have heard preachers more sprightly than this

merrymaker
!"

"Patience," whispered Savoisy, for others to hear,

though. "He may reserve his briskest jokes for the

last!"

The fortune teller released himself from Walter's hold

and said:

"Go to the abbey and add your prayers to the others."

"Philip! my brother," said Daulnay, as near sobbing

as became a man. Then ignoring his post, his position

there, all, he sprang into the window, and climbed over

the balcony rail, crying to the men at the stables of the

royal cavalry: "The captain's horse!"

He dropped to the ground and at the same instant a

horse, which must have been ready, was brought out of

the door.

"That's a new way to leave a queen's drawing-room,"

said Playsaunce to a neighbor; "it is worth coming up
from Chalons to see!"

As if there were nothing remarkable in the unexam-

pled effect of his words, the magician crossed the room

right up to the chair of state, all making way for him.

"Does not the chief lady of this kind reception wish

to learn anything?" he demanded, bowing like an Ori-
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ental, lowly. "Do you also disbelieve that I bring noth-

ing worthy your ears? Do you think royal destinies are

so lofty that mortal sight cannot carry so far?"

The same as Walter, in a stronger degree, Marguerite

believed that those eyes had fallen on her before, but

again the voice, if feigned, admirably dissembled. She

forced the smile of a sovereign and faltered in manner

unlike her usual firmness

:

"I am not chafing to inquire further."

"Yet it was you who summoned me. It is easier to call

up spirits than lay them! Lady, you should hear me

—

nay," for she shook her head less agreeably, "you must !"

The last two words were hissed as much as spoken,

and all did not hear them, being at the established dis-

tance from the chair; but Marigny guessed that the jug-

gler had offended or pained the queen, for he advanced

a step. Savoisy promptly placed himself between.

"My lord, do not spoil sport—sport, I say, for, see

—

the queen smiles!"

It was a very fleeting smile. But as if seized with a

new thought, she conquered her arrogance, and breathed

:

"Well, if you would speak!"

But the soothsayer had met Marigny resolutely and he

said to him

:

"Ay, the lady smiles ; but many a cloud black without

has its gold within—many a dark house has its lights

within, also!"

At this sufficiently broad illusion to the house of the

Nesles, Marguerite started as if seared again by Philip

Daulnay's cross.

"Who called in this impostor? Why does he center

his frauds on me, the majesty?"

Again, no one but Marigny, being near enough, dis-

tinguished the words of this half-strangled speech. He
would this time have pushed away the annoyance, but
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Savoisy with obstinacy as if he were backed by a superior

power, formed the buckler.

"Let be, let be, good lord! Don't you see how our

lady is amused?"

As if sure that his volunteer defender would prevent

interruption, the wizard had turned to the lady in the

throne chair, and said:

"Is it, Marguerite, that you miss on the record that

mislaid corpse? The others found burial on the strand or

in the stream, but this one—poor, friendless—will sleep in

Guny Abbey among the saints and martyrs in thrice con-

secrated ground! unless his brother arrives in time to

transfer him to Daulnay Hold."

"Be silent ! or show me that you have power to tell the

future. You babble what you have ferreted out of

drunken servants and tattling maids of buried past and

hidden present—dreams, visions—already floated off!"

She talked as if to deafen her own ears.

He raised his finger and pointed so that she alone un-

derstood the point; indeed, to the double scratch on her

temple. Two strips of diachylon plaster had made it

prominent and ought to have cooled it, but she felt it burn

again.

"You wear the red cross of Burgundy as an ensign of

the past!" said he. "If you were to meet the fate you

deserve, do you not grant that you would have on the

other brow the lily brand of France ?"

She cowered ; the brand of the fleur-de-lis was the royal

mark on the vilest of criminals. Who could doubt now
that she was the mysterious lady of Nesle, who presided

over those banquets of which the final dish was the

death's head of the Egyptian feasts?

"Now you can hear the word which none else must

hear!"

Marguerite drew herself proudly erect again, but trem-
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bled. Marigny, shoulder to shoulder to the ambitious

noble, wished but a sign to strike down this interferer

and the magician.

"My lord, keep the distance proscribed!" said the lat-

ter, imperiously.

Savoisy himself shuddered at the tone and involun-

tarily withdrew. Marigny profited by this to advance.

«I_you! This to me!" thundered he. "I take no

orders but from king or queen
"

"Away, away!" said Marguerite, coming out of the

chair.

This brought her almost abreast of the audacious jug-

gler, who whispered to her as they were isolated

:

"You see that I do know all, Marguerite ! Your fame,

and peace, and life are all in my palm. I must speak to

you alone, a loneliness not in a palace. Be, at curfew, in

Oram's tavern
!"

"A queen outdoors at that hour?" she stammered.

"It is shorter by foot to St. Honore Gate than by boat

to the Nesle Tower!"

She bowed her head.

"Bring the seal of state! Now, to your room and

close it up against all—even to the mayor of the palace
!"

"The guards captain, who may enter anywhere?"

"To all, his above the rest." Rising after an Asiatic

salaam, he said as if repeating the other's speech : "Lords

and gentlemen, the queen thanks you and dismisses you

with her blessing
!"

All were stupefied, for the queen crossed the room,

repulsing Lady Gertrude's arm, and at the door of her

private apartments, they heard her say: "Lieutenant of

the guards, keep the room door
!"

At the same time, the Bohemian crossed the room in

the opposite direction, all springing aside with terror

and no one extending his hand for his fate to be read.
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No one among the oldest had ever seen such an event in

this place, and Pierrefonds and Playsaunce, at the win-

dow, watched him as if expecting on arriving in the yard,

he would vanish, like the tempter in a miracle play. But

the fellow, for whom his crew had waited patiently,

helped him to mount the donkey and all the little train

left the palace yard with a sobered mien as if the master's

gravity imposed on them.

"What did he say to her majesty?" asked Pierrefonds,

returning into the room, filled with pale faces and blink-

ing eyes.

"Ask my Lord Marigny," said Savoisy, "since he was

the nearest to the throne. Did you not gather an inkling

of the forecast?"

"I might," returned the prime minister, with abnormal

serenity. "But I had my fill in the one he dealt out to

me, sirs!"

"What ! do you believe in witchcraft after one lesson Y*

"Why more sincerely than before? The trickster an-

nounced my downfall! It is the reverse to favor on the

coin, often counterfeit but fair seeming, called court for-

tune. He announced my death."

"Death?"

A rattle of arms and a cheer at the gates seemed to

announce the irruption of an odd caller; but it was a

mock farewell by the gate watch to the juggler who had

deigned to lavish on the soldiers the mirth withheld from

the courtiers.

"I simply declare that if one of ye wishes to make
sure that I am not already dead, I say: 'My sword speaks

for the bearer!'"

Very slowly he paced to the door, inviting a hasty

glance or a rash gesture, but none of his personal ene-

mies took up his gauntlet, and none of Savoisy's support-

ers. But at the entrance itself, his brave bearing was
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sadly disturbed by the incoming—as rude as his outgoing

—of Sir Walter Daulnay. It was hard to recognize the

magnificent knight. In his wild gallop to Cluny and

back, he had cast off his helmet and accouterments imped-

ing his race. His hair was loose; his brows bristling;

his doublet was open as though a burdened heart called

for relief. His eyes were a maniac's.

"Is the king's chief officer of justice still here?" he

panted, stopping after having passed Marigny, whom he

had not recognized. "Justice!"

"The king's captain !" was the cry.

"It is, in troth, my brother over at Cluny ! My young

brother, Philip ; the poor scholar to them was taken to the

only home he has known! And I wanted to lodge him

as befits the Daulnay 1 It is my brother found in a sack,

drowned under the poisonous shade of the Tower of

Nesle!" He shook his hand, which had lost its glove,

at the object across the stream.

"My brother, who had a new wish to die for his king

on the battlefield—drowned like a rat in a pail of water

—

his angelic face smothered in slime! The cheek doves

would have caressed, crawled over by eels ! Malediction

on the massacres of the innocent ! they have out-Heroded

Herod!"

His hoarse voice rang up to the roof and shook the

hangings; that voice of the warrior clear in the din of

action and amid the thunder of the battering-ram

:

"Justice on the assassins ! Let me confront them, and

were they a legion I will attack the mass ! Ah, it is Lord

Marigny, I think! My duty to your lordship—now do

yours to me! You are our brother's keeper, as chief

police magistrate of Paris! You ought tp know all its

mysteries—who is my brother's slayer?"

"This is a madman !" said Marigny, thinking that there

was a plot to verify the magician's prophecy as to his
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death. He laid his hand on his sword, for, as the first

minister he, like the guardsman, could carry arms in the

royal presence.

"Mad? I am under a curse, that's all," he uttered,

with bitter calmness. "Hear me !" He so raised his voice

again that he must have been heard without and within

the queen's own apartments. "My Lord Marigny, take

heed of this atrocity, for you are the main guardian of

his majesty's capital ; not a drop can be shed here without

its staining your robe of office! But you listen coldly!

Stand you—stand all aside, and let me place my plea be-

fore the king's acting deputy!*'

The servants and nobles massed themselves around

Marigny and so intercepted passage to the private apart-

ments. But the lieutenant there held up his sword and

two soldiers crossed their partisans.

"No passage this way, captain," said the officer. "With

all respect, we should have to run your honor through
!"

"Queen Marguerite, soul of honor, spirit of fairness

—

she will revenge my brother foully dead! A boy who
Heth there, pillowed upon lilies like St. Agnes' lamb,

my sirs!"

A little trapdoor in the main door opened, but the

face, pale and wistful, which was visible there was Ger-

trude's, not her mistress'. Behind it was an elderly one

—

Baboline's. Both were surprised if not frightened by see-

ing the serried ranks, the steel bills and the swords be-

tween them and the infuriated and grieving Daulnay.

"The queen! the queen, my lady! for justice! My
brother is murdered!"

He would have thrown himself on the points of his

own men, but Savoisy dragged him back.

"Come away, Walter, my friend," he began.

"I have no friend now. I had nothing but a brother
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and he is bereft me. Now, queen, premier lord, nobles,

my peers, give me my brother living or his slayer dead
!"

"The queen has retired ! The reception is over. Ush-

ers, clear the reception-room
!"

The chamberlains busied themselves with their subor-

dinates.

The grizzled guards' lieutenant surrounded his officer

with his men.

"You must go forth with the others^ captain/' said he.

"Take him in hand,, then, gently as vqu can, but you must

master him. Give me his sword. This rebellion is a

scandal on the royal troop, never before blearing my eyes.

What the deuce! in thirty years of palace guarding, I

have heard younger sons wailing at their elders for liv-

ing too long, and withholding the succession; but the

estate enjoyer bemoaning the cadet's loss, it is unheard

of. Take him away till we see what her majesty says

—

madhouse or guardhouse
!"

Muttering "My brother ! my poor Philip !" Daulnay let

himself' be borne away, out of the quite deserted apart-

ment. He was so enwrapt in the one idea that he did not

see that poor Gertrude had remained watching at the

wicket.

""That's a cute cabalist," sagely observed Playsaunce to

his companion as they, too, descended the stairs among
white faces and quivering lips. "And I shall swear by

fortune tellers hereafter. But I would give ten broad

pieces to the eavesdropper who could repeat what the

rQgue said to* the queen ! She melted, sir, like putty in the

warm hand, yet she is firm.and not sensitive! I must get

my valet to inquire."
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CHAPTER XXII.

THE SAGITTARY'S ARROW IN RESERVE.

The Sieve seemed to have had its customers strained

through its meshes. Perhaps the students had received

admonition by the fate of little Arthur.

Orsini could not count gains at the tavern as perhaps

from the Tower of Nesle.

So he looked black in his lonely hostelry as the dark-

ness fell. To add to the lonesomeness, Landry had

"thrown off the apron"—that is, quitted service. He
had been frightened, obtuse as he was, by threats made

by the scholars against the inn where they believed their

schoolfellow had been "prepared" for his doom.

'1 don't believe there will be anything doing over at

Nesle this evening," grumbled the Italian. "But so much
the better! One cannot always keep on the windy side

of the law ! Besides, it is written that blood spilled will

be blown back on the spiller one of these days, and woe to

the scapegoat chosen for the whole expiation." He
prayed to a little carved, wooden Madonna set up behind

his bar. "If this goes on, so many will go off that the

queen will sit alone in her parlor as I am doing, with

few around her. I wonder if anybody will hire me out

of her service and pay the premium to me?"

A knock at the door in a peculiar manner interrupted

his unpleasant brooding.

Unlike an innkeeper, but much like a robber in his

cave, he peeped out at the applicant through a wicket.

It was a woman.

"It's that witch, Baboline!" But as he was about to
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undo the door he was quickened in his act by the voice

of Queen Marguerite.

"Open, knave ! Don't keep me waiting
!"

"The queen !" muttered he, surprised. "Alone—here

—

at this hour? Why comes she bat fowling?"

The unexpected visitor almost ran in and took a seat,

panting. As soon as she could speak steadily, she re-

plied to his questioning looks.

"Strange, my coming to this den? But far stranger

what brought me—ay, drove me. Has any one come

knocking at your door?"

"I am shunned by my best customers and the worst

!

I am under some ban !" said he, sourly.

"Then I will occupy this room for half an hour."

"You can have the whole house as well as the owner."

But a knock came at the door, firm, authoritative

—

more so than the queen's.

"That's the knock!"

"Am I to let it in?" asked the innkeeper, hesitating as

if he feared his patrons.

"No ; it's my novel office." She smiled as if humbled.

"Leave me to myself and it."

"Very good. If I am wanted, I am on hand. Don't

forget that," and he went toward an inner room.

"There's no fear. But do not listen!"

"On occasion, I am deaf and dumb. Methinks, I

know too much already
!"

He disappeared while the knocking was repeated. The
lady went to the door and without using the trap, asked

:

"Bohemian, is it you?"

"It is I!" and Buridan entered, clad as the "grand

duke," whose followers had abandoned the inn since it

was no longer his nest. He had renounced the conjurer's

false beard.
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"St. Brice be my aid!" she ejaculated, receding; "it

is not the soothsayer I"

"Well, yes and no. I have many strings to my bow.

I am here captain, the grand duke—all the same thing!

I prefer this dress; after dark, the archers harry the

cabalistic doctor though it is his hour ! and the students

out without leave harass their professor ! So I am to the

lawless one of them—more than that, a leader—the grand

duke. It is precaution not to have two faces under one

hood, but two hoods for one face ! I see that your high-

ness agrees, as she has borrowed her woman's cape!"

"You see, I have come," she dryly said.

"That I was sure of, through dread or complaisance.

That was the essential point for me."

"So you are not a Bohemian?" She displayed some

eagerness, for the Bohemians were feared while loathed.

"No, thank Heaven; I am a Christian, or profess the

same. I was devout once, but it is a good span since I

had faith or hope. Let us change the subject," concluded

he, unceremoniously, taking a stool and sitting to face

her.

She frowned and started, hurt in her pride and habits.

Men spoke standing to her and with their hats in hand.

"Oh, I see ! I will bare my brow and stand since you

are woman, but not to the queen. Look around you for

anything which will remind you of the rank you vaunt

and have sullied."

Indeed, the black and smoky walls were greatly unlike

the rich hangings of a palace; the fuming lamp and

broken furniture were despicable. There were no guards

or throne for a monarch. As Buridan might say: here

was a man and a woman. The man was at his ease—
the other disturbed, hence he was the king.

"Who is this? Whence comes your belief in your
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power and that I am trembling before you?" she de-

manded, sharply.

"Who am I? Professor at Cluny, ringleader of the

ribalds, Capt. Jehan of the wars—with, perhaps, another

name better known to you; but it is useless for you to

know that now ! Whence comes my belief that you are in

my grasp? If you did not think so, you would not be

here. You tremble, too, because you lack one on the

dead list—the one whom the Seine espewed when it

swallowed up two that night. The third victim lives,

Marguerite! If you can look upon them dead, go find

Hector in the Chevreuse vault and Philip Daulnay in

Quny crypt, but 'the Sagittary'—deceived by your 'Bel-

lerophon* letter—you overshot the archer, then
!"

"All these in one? Impossible!" And she arose un-

steadily as if to call for Orsini.

"What is impossible to the man who can describe to

the hair stroke all the doings at that midnight carouse?"

"Nonsense!"

"I need not name the guests ; enough for the king's in-

quisitors into Nesle House that the hostess is she, by

right, who occupies Nesle mansion as a royal residence;

it is the Queen Marguerite
!"

Involuntarily she lowered her proud crest.

"Hector met in some merciless myrmidon his Achilles!

Poor little Philip did not tire out your headsman, Or-

sini, before he was strangled and bagged for his bath!

yet he had cornered his traitorous hostess and left his

mark on her! All were to know the murderess by the

red cross of Burgundy! Do you still wear the stylet

—

the pin he plucked from your treasures? As for Capt

Jehan, the sagittary, since you know that much also, he

was willing to sup with them, but not to dance with them

!

He was hurled into the water like the twain, but he came
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up again! Any one can drown, but few have the

courage
!"

"You are very courageous!" sneered she. "The sole

survivor?" she pursued, earnestly. "You promise that

you^can ruin Marguerite in her lord's eyes by this tale

of hobgoblins? You are a fierce flame, but 1 can have

you snuffed out
!"

"By your secret soul, that Orsini? He would only

burn his fingers!"

"No, by a hand which would honor you by the blow!

Walter Daulnay's! I need but say that you lured your

pupil into this tavern and thence into the Nesle House,

where you confess you go to supper! In five minutes,

for Sir Walter is a splendid sworder, who cannot be

matched in all Paris, you will go to join your table com-

panions, the little scholar and the Chevreuse."

"Your tale pairs with mine, but it is more fiction.

You invent it too late to gull him, for though I did not

succeed in snatching little Philip from your mercenaries,

I had previously rescued him from Orsini's crew on this

spot!"

"He will not believe you
!"

"He will believe his brother, and he did when he told

him so on introducing me !"

"He will believe nothing when your treble characters

are laid bare to him ! You Janus-Maecenas ! professor of

learned vigils in Quny, but practicer of orgies here,

preaching morality to your school and the bacchanals to

them in this academy; with one hand pouring out Cas-

talia, with the other, Chablis ! You are lost by your own
underhanded work ! But for you, Walter Daulnay would

have found his brother over at the college, safe and sound,

and merely repenting having been led astray by you !"

"Grant I cannot exculpate me for my dual life! But

can you explain away the lie which beguiled the poor boy
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to enter that death pit? What will Sir Walter say to

the woman who used as a bait the name of the lady he is

affianced to, and by you? Philip would not have gone

to a tryst with any but the Lady Gertrude there to wel-

come him!"

"More lies of yours! That will sharpen his ire—he

will beat you with his sword if you cower under it!"

"Be it so! Let him believe your version! We shall

fight. Let us see if the scholar's ink is not as good as

the soldier's blood. Let even mine be the fall, but none

can fall outside heaven's span ! I shall leave him my heir

as I die."

"What have such as you to leave the Daulnay, exalted

and with his hand in the king's privy purse? As a

magician, your bag of tricks? As a teacher, your pen

and ink? As Capt. Jehan, your sword of lath? As 'the

sagittary/ your sheaf of arrows, that prick but do not

kill?"

"Nay; as a wronged man, the means of my being re-

venged! My bequest will be my tablets which my heir,

namely, Sir Walter Daulnay, will open and act upon in

case Capt. Jehan does not ask their return in three days.

Opening, he will read and become not merely my execu-

tor but your executioner
!"

She was shaken, but she resolutely persisted.

"Your tablets, in which you have denounced me ! Do
you think he will believe your writing rather than your

words ?"

"Why, no; but he will perforce believe the writing

—

the last words—of his brother ; he will believe the line at-

tested by his name—'I die, murdered by Marguerite of

Burgundy/ All the water of the Seine will not wash

that denunciation away! Now answer me, do you still

believe that your cutthroats can save you by running in

at Capt. Jehan here? Why, slash open my breast with
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twenty poniards and you would not cut my secrets—my
safeguards! This time, submerge me like Hector and

Philip, but my secret will float! Then, though at the

eleventh hour, Walter will come to you to require account

of his brother's death, if not of mine. Or if still he fails

me, there is another and a more dread avenger?"

As he pointed upward, she laughed—as if Heaven had

not even menaced her yet!

"Come, come, am I a rash fool? or are my measures

well taken? I am not to be slaughtered in this style any

more than the epicurean one in Nesle House !"

She doubted her success over this man of infinite re-

sources. But her bearing and her intonation revealed

fresh determination only.

"You have taken your measures well enough; but not

of the right person. I will neither evade nor embrace

so easily ! You may weigh me nicely, but you have missed

with Sir Walter. He might no more believe me than you,

but he will believe against you and the whole University

of Paris, the lady he loves
!"

"You are right ! He was in love, but love and venge-

ance cannot dwell in the same breast—myself, a witness
!"

said he, savagely. "Like dissenting man and wife, one

must dwell alone in the end."

"This love is the kind not to be crushed out—it is holy,

high as heaven—I might say, divine! It will forgive

where ordinary men would revenge. At least, it will

weaken your thrust—it will turn it. So, to gratify

Lady Gertrude, Sir Walter will kill Capt. Jehan in a

duel without quarter—because in my gift is Lady La-

marcq's hand."

"I said amen to that ! But the tablets for the brother

are not all my leavings."

"Without being a planet reader, I can divine this other

inheritor."
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"Can you not? Yes, the arrows unshot from the sagit-

tary's pouch, they will be placed like the forgoers> under

your Louis' eyes."

"The political attack upon the personal—a straw!"

"You still mistake. The political one is shot and, you

will see—Marigny is slain. In the bottom of this sheath

is despair. Not that it is not personal enough ! Reflect,

for it recalls your past, Marguerite of Burgundy before

France's
!"

She clapped her hand to her heart and then to her

head, glaring:

"If then you know the past as you pretend the fu-

ture
"

"Better!"

"In this event, what do you want of me—gold? You
may plunge your hands wrist deep in the state treasury!

Is a death necessary for you? Your enemy shall be the

state's—I bring the royal seal, which see !" She had the

redoubtable stamp at her girdle. "Are you ambitious as

Sir Walter is not, or else—well, I can make you any

dignitary in the realm. Speak as to your wants
!"

"I wish all that !" He took his seat and motioned for

her to do the like.

"It is not a queen and her minion here, I say again,

but a man and a woman who strike a bargain. Woe to

either who break it in the other's lifetime! To find the

philosopher's stone, the liquor giving life without end,

the fluid which makes a man stone where it is poured,

but without driving thence life forever, to recover all that

man enjoyed when he wedded with the angels, much gold

is required."

"You shall have enough to gold plate Quny like the

shrine of the Thorny Crown ! Your wish is haply to be

regent of the university?"
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"Regent of France 1" rejoined he, without noticing the

taunt.

"Displace the occupant !"

"He is promoted to the gibbet of Monfaucon!"

"Apply to the sagittary's sole correspondent!" She

laughed with burning derision.

"I prefer to owe the boon to your kindness, majesty
!"

"Lord Marigny holds it, and I warn you, his hand is

iron!"

"I want his office, and 'want breaks iron'
!"

"Nothing but his death can give another that!" She
spoke as if she had tried to vacate the office.

"He must die, that's all." He spoke as coldly as she

when she issued orders to Orsini. Gulf responded to

gulf!

"He is a just man, with many supporters, many
friends."

"When a man is tried for high treason, he loses his

supporters; when doomed, he loses his friends. Men are

not called hence while they are useful to their friends."

"You shall have his place, sir I" sighed she, as if losing

a limb to save the neck.

"I will leave you your secret with such peace as it

leaves you." He arose with a sad smile. "It is well.

Now we two will share the kingdom. We will move
the state; perhaps, Europe, with those little levers—our

thumbs! We will be really the king and the queen. I

will keep silence ; but, partner Marguerite, you must keep

the window shut which opens on the Nesle Tower side,

and the door shut which opens into this tavern ! Tie up

that barge—for you must not cross the river after sun-

set. Do you accept the terms?"

"Quia nominor leol because you are the master," an-

swered she, with a light in her eyes contradicting her

submission.
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"Mark ! at this hour to-morrow, Jehan Buridan will be

first minister?"

"You shall be acknowledged so."

"I shall call on you for the portfolio?"

"You will be warmly welcomed," she replied, take it

as he pleased.

Buridan drew a sheet of writing skin from his bosom,

and going to the pen and ink where it was placed for

the chance-coming literate, he held out the wet quill to her.

"Fill up and sign
—

'Order to arrest Lord Enguerrand

de Marigny !'

"

She wrote in the blanks steadily and signed firmly, with

every flourish which distinguished her sign-manual. More,

she heated the stamp which she had brought, and he

found the wax. He took the document, slowly sanded the

wet ink, sifted off the superfluity, and wrapped it up, with

himself, in his mantle. The many-headed, professor,

ringleader of the disorderly, supperer at the Nesle man-

sion, and prime minister expectant—all in that one cloak,

he quitted the tavern. On the bar, prominently, he left

the host a gold piece to show how he had liked the "enter-

tainment"

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



CHAPTER XXm.

WRITTEN IN WAX.

The queen was left in the Sieve confounded, spite of

her wearing so bold a front.

She had acquiesced because she was on the rack. How
she wished the places were reversed. She would have

given half her blood to redeem those tablets on which

her doom was written by that audacious hand which had

stigmatized ere dying at her feet. How she writhed at

having been this "night bird's" prey—she, daughter of a

sovereign duke, wife of a king—queen regent of France

!

There was no hope unless she could intercept Sir Wal-

ter Daulnay having in his keeping the tablets in which

was his brother's last will. How plead with a man dis-

tressed, engrossed with his grief, like Daulnay, who
would not listen to Gertrude, perhaps, and not for long,

if at all? If she were to sue to him, it must be shortly,

but where would a man stricken by such maddening
sorrow be? She had left him in his own soldiers' grasp,

but they would have released their commander before

this.

Perhaps Orsini could find him if roaming by night in

the Paris which the arch scoundrel knew so well. But

the Italian knew so many of her secrets that she feared

to add another to the mass since "who holds too much,

drops all."

She was driven out of her cogitation by the sound of

heavy and hurried footsteps on the street ; it might not be

a gentleman, but it was a wearer of spurred boots. She

thought of the royal watch mounted, and flew to the

door. Buridan had left it ajar in his pride and triumph.
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There was a man there and flashing with steel. An
armed man. She began to contemplate the possibility of

arrest now. She drew back and was lifting her voice to

summon the landlord when the street passenger burst

in like a whirling wind.

The scream was checked on her lips by her seeing,

as the cloak was thrown off, the unhelmeted head of

Sir Walter. There was mutual surprise, but on her part

there was joyous relief. She had been on the point of

calling her bad angel and her guardian one appeared, as

she thought.

"The queen !" articulated he with difficulty, saluting by
habit.

"Sir Walter! what do you here?"

"I have been seeking you to demand justice—but I did

not seek you here ! The king's palace is that of justice.

I came here for the host called Orsini, for he had that

captain known as Jehan as his guest when I met my
brother here. Oh, to think that I have seen my poor

Philip once, and it was in this sorry place !" He mantled

his red eyes and quivering lip, though his head was

turned toward where he and the youth had embraced.

"We had the same thought," replied she, coolly. "I

came here to send this Orsini to assist you in your search

for that slayer."

"I thank your grace! Oh, how I am haunted by that

pale corpse in the abbey nave ! I must myself apprehend

his slayer! The guide to his refuge will be repaid as if

he led me to a treasure
!"

"I gave such orders before I left the palace. Your
brother shall be avenged. And I vow we shall find his

murderer! But we must be quick or another will be your

benefactor, not I ! The king may be home to-morrow !"

She had watched him since his arrival. In all his agi-

tation based on his absorbing quest, he touched his breast
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from time to time as one does, afraid of losing something

precious in one's charge. She smiled to think that she

saw through clothed steel; Buridan had already com-

mitted this sacred trust to the knight.

"I see you are without your casque ; but you have even

supplemented your body armor—what new buckler have

you under your gorget there?" She pointed to his heart.

"Or is it a talisman due to a ladylove—fie, if you are un-

true to my chosen for you ! poor Gertrude 1"

"Do you mock at me at such a moment, lady? What
you guess at are tablets " He took out the little

double tablets, not so much as to meet her merry accusa-

tion as to verify that he still preserved them.

"Tablets ? They look like the case of a miniature ! Ah,

one can cast off the hawk at it! The king's enamelist

could not undertake my portrait for a while, being com-

mitted to limn that of the Belle Isaure of Aramon? It

is she wears the Daulnay colors with unblushing bra-

vado!"

"The fair countess? I pray you, madam, not to jest!

These tablets come from the hands of a foreign captain

whom I met—oh, you know—it was he who rescued my
brother from some topers at the table over there

!"

"The landlord tells me that Capt. Jehan pretended to

rescue him ! It is one way, and not so very new a way,

in which Parisians make acquaintances in town in order

to win them to follow them into ruin."

"Lady, do you think—did he say that? I must see

him, then. What, ho ! the host
!"

"What amulet a knight wears on his breast must be

from his flame ; but I shall not tell poor Gertrude though,

lest it be her turn to sorrow
!"

"Oh, do you really believe this ever belonged to a

woman?"
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"I am sure of it, by your prompt denial ! I do not pity

you—Dame Isaure is a pearl ; yet my poor Gertrude 1"

"Oh, if you could but see! But no! I swore on my
honor not to look at them unless they were not reclaimed

by the giver. Can I make more clear what is hidden

from myself? I simply swore on my honor not to peep-
not to lay aside—that is all!"

"Well, I have not sworn to anything. I will not vol-

unteer, but if Gertrude, from whom I have no secrets

and who reciprocates, asks me about your escapades, what

am I to say? Do you own shuffling, sir?"

"A Daulnay never lies to man or woman, no more than

to his God! I cannot disclose this confidence to my love;

but a queen is different—a queen is as the mother of the

subjects, as the king is the father. I am going to ask

him for justice; I will let you do me justice before

Gertrude's eyes. Look and see that it is no concern of

mine, of Gertrude's, or, for that matter, of your maj-

esty !" And nobly placing the tablets in her eager hands,

he turned delicately aloof, pretending to be seeking the

host.

Marguerite needed but a glance; but the fever of hav-

ing prodigiously succeeded in her device impeded her;

her hands shook as though to lose the tablets ; but re-

covering by an effort, she opened the clasp as if familiar

with it and gazed frantically. She required no second

glance, but with her thumb smeared the writing smooth

on the soft substance.

"What a stupid creature I am!" exclaimed she, as if

broken-hearted. "It is the more silly to be jealous for

another woman ; but I am happy not to have any occasion

to fret the one we both so dearly love. Come, take back

the object !" She shut the snap. "No woman had anything

to do with such 'mishmash'! Is it Greek, think you? but

you have not seen. Oh, if ever I have a secret to be
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scrupulously guarded, commend me to Sir Walter Daul-

nay "

"But I let your majesty pierce the veil!"

"True, but a queen—the mother of her subjects! But
no more of this. Let us attend to that burning score

!"

"Why does not this landlord come? You think that

he can aid me?"
"He knows that captain as a customer. He is one of

those double dealers, hypocrites who wear a black gown
in the day and at night deck themselves like peacocks to

drink and dance, to refresh from the dust of libraries!

Faugh !"

"Capt. Jehan—yes, for Philip was his pupil
!"

"You see, it is this wolf who preys on his own flock!

Have this Buridan arrested, and you will not be far from

the man who initiated your poor martyr into the path of

evil, which culminated in the depths of that river!" She

hid her face as though weeping.

"Arrest him! Let the court pursue its devious and

jog-trot course with him, my brother's slayer, who was

swift with him! No, if he were repenting at the altar

foot, I would tear him thence to pierce him on the door-

steps!"

"Don't be rash. If he were not the man, but an agent

in the murders? Arrest him and we shall see!"

She went to the writing desk, found a piece of linen

which would not soak up the ink, wrote an order and

signed and sealed it with the seal she had brought for

another end. Sir Walter hardly did more than glance at

it, but forgetting Orsini, ran out almost as precipitately

as he had entered.

"Oho, Buridan!" said she, with threat and gladness.

"It is I who have your life in my hands, if you have my
reputation!"
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LEAN ON A SPEAR RATHER THAN A REED.

While the lord of Marigny was duly arrested on the

order served by Buridan and issued by the regent, the

later one from the same hand, carried out by Sir Walter,

led to the incarceration of the adventurer in the prison of

the Great Chatelet, being the castle as compared with the

Little Chatelet, on the other bank of the river.

As for the ex-premier, his trial was hasty and shal-

low; the evidence compels the belief that he was very

honest for a state treasurer in those times, but that, like

a great noble, he overlooked the peculations of his clerks.

To sum up the Marigny career, he was executed on the

new and large gibbet he had had erected at Montfaucon

to overawe the evildoers.

"It will teach me," said Buridan, in his deep cell, "that

even a teacher is forever learning. I ought not to have

hoped to use the foundation of another's laying for my
fortune. Marguerite had undermined it. As for her

subtlety in making the noble Sir Walter her tool, I should

praise it, in another pinch than this."

When Sir Walter came headlong to arrest him, instead

of challenging him to a duel, cooled by the queen's sug-

gestion that the professor and free soldier was unfit to

combat with a knight, he was bound to return the tablets

which Buridan had intrusted so foolishly to the gentle-

man. At a sight, it was clear that the writing of Philip

was expunged.

For a space, to the amaze of the soldiers bystanding,

there was an edifying tongue-lashing, what the vulgar

call "pot calling the kettle black." If Walter accused the
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teacher of corrupting the students' morals and directly

leading his pupil, Arthur, to the slaughter, the Cluny

professor taunted him with being a false noble who had

broken his word.

But this being as it may, the solid wall against which

Buridan ran with all his aspirations was that of the main

castle, nine feet thick.

He was in a pitiable condition, for he was bound hand

and foot, and if not gagged it was because the dungeon

was below the water level and consequently under the

feet of the passengers.

He had nothing but his philosophy to sustain him at

this predicament.

"I can neither stir nor wag," concluded he, after strain-

ing at his bonds without more than making them cut into

his wrists. But reviewing all that had lately happened

a dim ray of light increased as the actual gloom around

him thickened. "Now, since my side aches, I am sure

that one of the turnkeys, through whose grinning lane I

was hustled to be thrown down here, gave me a nudge

in the ribs. It was the 'touch elbow'! of one soldier to

his next man on the march when one lags. Suppose that

I am not cheating myself, what could the jog mean?

"I was arrested in the palace, after having literally

pulled down the high Marigny, and was, consequently, a

personage of mark ! What to such a one can be an under-

jailer at the Chatelet? At best, see that the drinking

water was not too nasty, the bread not too black and stale,

and find me a consoler before they, haply, in the Tower of

Nesle style, choke me."

He mentally retraced his steps to this low depth. He
had counted like a mathematical professor, two hundred

and twenty steps down, as well as full twelve doors open-

ing and shutting between him and the air of the upper

world. He continued to put order in his recollections.
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They must have been wandering with his thoughts, to

allow him to act so silly. A man who knew men as he

did, how their honor shatters like a glass or melts like
%

a late snow when a fair woman's breath is wafted upon
it It was a very frail thread to which he had attached

life and liberty.

"Buridan, whom they accepted in Persia as a sophi, is

indeed a softy in Paris."

He felt a pang all over him at the thought how at the

selfsame hour the queen having thwarted him, was cajol-

ing and deluding her fine world, while he was wallowing

in the dungeon mire. The most irritating rub was that

he knew not to whom to appeal.

The city, university and town represented trade, learn-

ing and popularity. But if he claimed the university as

alma mater, she would reply that he was not held as Prof.

Buridan, but as the marauder, "the grand duke." As
to the people, his exploits being in forbidden hours and at

forbidden places like the taverns, the better class would

not lift a cudgel. As for trade, he had no connections

with merchants. Again, he could not appeal to the Pa-

risians, as one, since he was from Bethune, in Artois. By
an odd plague, it was Marguerite was countess palatine

of that province, and it was absurd irony to call on her

as countess to release the captive she had immured as

queen!

Daulnay, stung by his reproach, would hardly listen to

him again, not clearly while his ears were filled with Lady
Gertrude's thanks for her cavalier so ably championing

their beloved queen.

Count Savoisy, pro tern., was trying on fallen Ma-
rigny's official robes, and he would little care about "the

sagittary," who had perhaps shot at him as one of the

contestants for the high post.

"I have no one to look to," he decided, with a bitter
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laugh, like Dr. Faustus feeling old age chill him. "Awl

no one will look at me—unless it be the victress in tins

soon settled strife, who might spare a moment to gloat

over my last sufferings. It is like Satan, who remolded

woman's heart, to urge her to come down here, nearer

his principality, to insult the dying wretch! To hope to

see her once more I must rely on the cowardice, cruelty

and exulting spirit of the creature. But what does any

woman matter now ? I can only let my thoughts dwell on

that warder, who dug his elbow into my side! a soldier?

Well, why may I not have run against another comrade

as I did against that bad, brave Landry?"

After an inappreciable time, since he could not down
here catch the least stroke of the once famous clock of the

Grand Chatelet, made by the Arabians about 900, remark-

able for striking the hours, and much improved by an

Italian, set up on the inner front; Buridan must have

known of it, for he was one of the committee which

framed the legend for its dial rim—the cheery line for a
prisoner, "Your last hour—perhaps I"

He must have relapsed into the prisoner's uneasy sleep

from the cessation of the blood flow, for he woke up with

that well-known sensation of no longer being alone. All

was darker than ever, although it was not possible here

to trace the day in progress.

The invisible visitor was human, for he heard a low

voice call:

"Is this where you are, captain?"

"St. Momus ! let us laugh ! The captain is here. May
I never leave this pit if I answer wrong."

"I am sure of you by your humor. But do you not

know me?"
"I might recognize you if I could see your eyes even."

"I thought one knew an old comrade even in a night

attack! Is my voice so altered by saying my prayers?"
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"The ancients were right," muttered the professor;

"in the box of evils was hope ! Oh, Pandora, a temple to

you when I am in the position to rear temples 1" Re-
membering the state of affairs, but, with his former

sarcasm, he said aloud: "How the deuce was I to recog-

nize you when you are best known by your limp, my old

Landry 1"

"Yes, I am hip shot ! and a cripple soon finds another

halt!"

"You will excuse me, but I cannot shake your honest

hand!" sighed Buridan.

"The orders were to keep you bound hand and foot."

"Can you lend me a hand, since mine are out of work ?"

"Still joking? I cannot do it this time. I cannot throw

out the good with the bad. The House of Nesle was a

mouse trap, and the Grand Chatelet is a wolf trap, tight,

strong, secure!"

"What the deuce good are you, anyway?" snapped

Buridan, with the usual amiability of a man entrapped.

"If it comes to that, I am not here for your good. I

am here all in my day's work, and night's work. I am
under jailer!"

"You need not say that so proudly, though I should not

mind changing jackets with you if yours has a walking

ticket in the pocket ! Under jailer, only not undertaker
!"

Not being facetious, Landry replied gruffly: "I was a

wine drawer before, and you know it, captain."

"Clerk or clown, you seem to me to be a pluralist."

"I am on the list for head turnkey, if you mean that
!"

"I mean one who fills several posts at once. Tapster

at the Sieve, sicary at Nesle House, jailer at the castle!

Did not Lady Marguerite find you enough work in the

last, but one, capacity?"

"I did not grumble!"

"You gave your customers no time to do it! But as
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you can do nothing to relieve me bodily, can you find

me a priest to shrive me? As a laical clerk I have not

acquaintances among them; yet I recall a jolly friar

among the Barefoot Brothers who fitted me with a gown
when I came out of your bagnio, called by the unknow-
ing the Nesle mansion

!"

"You are not allowed any such callers. They always

leave a man in the dumps. But don't be downcast ; I will

hear your confession—for you used to tell a good lie at

the camp fire, and I will repeat it to the first good father

I meet when out on my outing."

"I am afraid you will mix it up with some of your

pranks and the father will think I am a Judas! But

drink to my health up there, Landry. I did have some

change in my pocket."

"I need not search," groaned Landry. "Nothing

escapes the Chatelet searchers. I thought we were close

pickers at the Sieve, and no bunglers in Nesle House, but

we cannot hold a crooked finger to the prison ferrets."

"You'll not lose by that. I am too old a squirrel to

store up my nuts in one stump hole. My hoard is else-

where. What would you say to three or four gold

marks?"

"I should say: 'Happy to make your acquaintance!'

Gold marks? Why, the silver ones are worth twenty

livres ; four times that I draw here in a year ! But I am
not working as jailer for money!"

"No! For the honor?" queried Buridan, laughing.

"No; for safety. Do you see, I am like the clown who
stripped and went into the pool to save getting wet in a

shower. Those students think that their little brother,

the poor scholar, was done to death in the Sieve before

being sacked and dropped in the river. So they swear

to fire the tavern and roast the landlord and his tapster

on the embers. I can dice as to which was the safest place

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



Lean On a Spear. 237

—the army, the sea or the prison—and the three aces

said 'chokey,' which, without offense, is the prison."

"You can have the six gold marks. Swear to me to

do my request and it is yours, all I possess."

"If you escape this narrow squeak " began Landry,

but dubiously.

"Not likely. Let the executioner bury me as I stand

—

that is, life ! If I do escape why I shall have some thou-

sands and your share!"

"What's to do, captain?" said Landry, arranging the

prisoner less painfully to speak easily.

"You can go but ?"

"Oh, we plead that we want to see a sweetheart
!"

"I don't think the Chatelet swallows that stuff. You
must have wonderfully improved to have a sweetheart, as

far as I can remember."

"Well, one can get a sight at a sweetheart, but there is

a greater rarity—the king ! The king is promising his re-

turn—I will beg to see the king on his way by."

"Oh, the king is coming again?" with revived fervor.

"They say, to-morrow ! I should not, for to lay a dead

body, though only a boy's, in a king's path is not a wel-

coming gift
!"

"Then I must be astir—or, rather you in my stead
!"

"Suppose me outside!"

"But not to come inside again?"

"That would not break my heart! With four, six,

eight gold marks, I could put up with the loss of six livres

and such company as the warders !"

"Then find my lodgings, Capt. Jehan's, at the Heron's

Head."

"Back of the Innocents' Cemetery?"

"Landlord is Pierre, from Bourges "

"An old halberdier in the Berry regiment ?"

"I lodge there when out with and out of the university

!
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Ask for Capt. Jehan's rooms. It is on the latch, my door,

for I let any of the old scholars wanting a night's rest,

climb in there. But if he questions you too closely say I

am 'the archer'
!"

"An old soldier to another old soldier never questions

too closely. I see no barrier so far."

"Once in my room, lock yourself in; shut the blinds;

hang a clout over the keyhole; start on the left where

the crucifix hangs
"

Landry was heard muttering a prayer as he crossed

himself.

"Count the planks to the seventh
"

"Oh, I can count more than five!" interrupted the

veteran; this popular phrase being equivalent to saying

he was no fool.

"You will see that the carpenter meant to cut it short-

there is his crossmark for the dead wood. Lift that board

up with your knife. Between floor and ceiling is laid with

plaster; rip it up and you will find a steel chain with a

key and a purse containing your twelve gold pieces. That

key opens a box to be found under the third plank next

Open that metal box and make sure that it holds merely

papers. No business of yours
!"

"I am too old to learn to read. It's neither business

nor pleasure."

"If to-morrow, you do not see me at the palace beside

the king, go to the king's first gentleman-in-waiting, the

Viscount Ord, and give him the box as from the sagit-

tary' for his master."

"The sanguinary?"

"The sagittary, dolt! It's another name for 'the

archer.'

"

"Hold! I have seen that soldier in the skies—it's a
'consternation'

!"

"Constellation—you are right."
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"Yes, half a man, half a horse ! What a saving to the

king to hire a regiment for cavalry—feed 'em on hay

and oats, I suppose?"

"If the terrestrial application would not pass the king's

valet, the celestial one will."

"I will give the box from the sagittary to the Lord Ord,

and he will pass it on to the king, like the game of 'Pass

the button' P
"Then my soul will pass on easy, without the mortal

casing, whither the platonic Onosander, calls vaguely,

'somewhere' P
"I suppose my body won't run any risk of being sent

nowheres?" asked Landry.

"You run no more risk than any honest man in a

palace."

"Rely on Comrade Landry!"

"Swear on your lot above
!"

"I'll swear on my lot below of twelve marks I"

"It is more substantial, thou realist. With your purse,

be an honest man."

"I'll try, but it is a hard task with such employers as

that Orsini."

He slid away by the door in the dark, having greased

the key for silence, and nothing broke the stillness but a

mouse gnawing a dry crust which a prisoner had scorned,

in order to die, perhaps, weary of waiting.

Buridan shuddered, and tried again to slumber. He
had a nightmare ; he was not alone, but there was a light

this time, and he could distinguish that he had not the

kindly Landry, but a tormentor. It was the queen.
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CHAPTER XXV.

A PAGE FROM THE PAST.

Marguerite paused at the deep doorway ; she wished to

assure herself that the prisoner was firmly bound, as his

unruffled appearance did not satisfy her. Then she had

the jailer stand the lantern on a shelf and withdraw. Then
she removed her hood, but Buridan had already divined

who was his sole likely visitress. Accustomed to the light

by this, though his eyes watered, he looked over his shoul-

der firmly. The mist was not tears of regret.

"You do not show surprise," said she. "Did you expect

some one?"

"I hoped it, without relying on it," was his mirthful

reply. "I knew that I should not die without your wishing

to be sure of your prey. Woman who seeks all emotions,

you yearned for that of trampling on your victim. 1 re-

lied, yes, on your coming."

"But without hope, eh? You might know that, after

having reduced me to pray and to bow the head, neither

prayers nor cringing would weaken my heart again ! You
took your course dexterously, Master Buridan, but you

have not studied love—you do not know what a man will

do who loves truly, wholly, frenziedly !" She was so en-

thusiastic over this subject that she did not observe his

mocking smile. "Love of this sort absorbs every other

passion; it nourishes upon faith, honor, valor, fellow-

feeling with brother man. The proof is that Sir Walter,

bravery, fidelity, reliance embodied, let me handle the

tablets—as a proof, I recite the phrase drawn by that dy-

ing hand, as you say

:

s
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" 'I die murdered by Marguerite of Burgundy. Philip

Daulnay
!'

"The farewell of brother to brother, and yet I was let

pore over it. I, with this hand, obliterated it all—so died

as the wind smoothes the waters over the drowned, the

last hope you could foster !" She laughed wildly. "Am
I quits with you now, sirrah? Can I not work my will

with you?"

"If so, what will you do?" He spoke somewhat meekly,

but his smile was set, fiendishly railing, and his eyes

gleamed brighter than the lantern rays.

"Are you not confined here as the murderer of Philip

Daulnay? The magistrate will break the staff over you,

and you will have your thread of life similarly snapped in

twain!"

"What magistrate will condemn me without hearing my
side of the question?" asked he, tranquilly, as if in the

debating halls of Cluny.

"Are you mad to speak of tribunals? You are not

noble, and the slain youth was. But that is not the nub
of it—the matter is to be judged by my court, my magis-

trates, for men are not allowed to speak out in open courts

who nurse secrets so perilous as yours. There are poisons

so acid that they eat out the vessels containing them.

Your secret is one of such, Buridan. When a man of

your stamp is seized, he is bound tightly and celled deeply.

If one troubles about his soul, one lets a priest come in

upon him at dead of night. Then enters the executioner,

who binds his victim to such an iron ring as we see there

!

These walls are thick, and stifle any noise, the groans, the

shrieks ! In the morning the turnkey comes in, and is a

little shocked to see that his prisoner has hanged himself.

The good governor reports, and suggests that iron rings

are bad things to leave within reach of prisoners, though
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pinioned That the prisoner hanged himself is proof posi-

tive that he was guilty."

"I see that we are equally frank," observed Buridan.

"I told you my plans, and I hear yours."

"You gibe, or try to so do. It's your pride chafes at my
victory. You wish to make me believe that you retain

some means of escaping me, so that I shall be restless in

my sleep or my pleasures. But, no I your false smile does

not deceive me. Down below, the lost souls grin like that

to make the Orpheus who may see them believe that they

laughed at hellish throes. No, no ; you cannot elude me,

eh? eh?" She leaned toward him, and almost shook her

hand in his jeering face.

She drew back and looked carefully around them. It

was impossible that he could make away. But she was
anxious; his sardonic smile exasperated her. It was the

confidence of the man on the pyre, whose friend in ambush

shoots him through the heart, from a distance, that he

shall not feel even the first burning flame. She stopped

at the door, while about to call the warder to let her out.

However empty the menace he no doubt was formulating,

she wished to learn it.

"Farewell, Buridan! But have you not something to

say?"

"I might say something if you will graciously allow me
ten minutes out of the eternity unrolling before me."

"You may speak." She sat on the low step of the door.

"I am going back into our youth," continued he. "It

was the happy days of Burgundy, for the good Duke Rob-

ert the Second ruled."

She repeated the name to herself.

"Duke Robert had a daughter, fair and angelic to all

sight. She was named Marguerite. The duke had among
the young gentlemen brought up in his court, a page, a

picture out of the illuminated missals—the Archangel
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Raphael young! His hair golden, his lips vermilion, his

eyes blue, and his heart candid and credulous. He was

the last of the Bournonvilles, by name Lyonnet."

Never, when he preached, had Buridan a more en-

grossed hearer. One would think that, not content with

listening with her ears, she was following the play of his

lips.

"They fell in love, this pair of children ! They romped

in the gardens, they fished in the ornamental water, and

they shared fruit and flowers. How beautiful were they

in the sunshine of love ! How changed are they, since they

know not such love ! It may be that, if they were to meet

face to face, they would not know one another."

His ever sarcastic tone jarred on her ; she bit her lip

;

she clawed at her gold chain, and twisted her fingers in it

till she hurt them.

"That was not a court like the Louvre. There were no

spies, no overhearers. It was from without that the bolt

shivered their dream, and sent spinning the castle in the

air in which they had housed their future—the future of

the princess plighting faith to a page. But," he broke off

with a natural change of voice, "you might kindly help

me lie less painfully."

She assisted him, helpless as he was trussed, to shift his

attitude. He thanked her playfully.

"At the time when the prospect was most serene for the

loving pair, news came to stir the reposeful duchy—the

king of France was seeking a spouse for his son. He had

explored the foreign courts in vain for a matrimonial al-

liance to be cemented there. He had to approach his neigh-

bors. The fame of the Pearl of Burgundy had traveled to

the Seine banks, and Philip besought Robert to receive

the official suitor for his son Louis' stead. But it is diffi-

cult to tell a pleasant tale pleasantly, when the narrator is

bound, and the cords cut into the flesh."
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She had at her girdle a dagger, such as women used to

sever threads in embroidery, but not unknown as a de-

fense against a ruffianly varlet. She cleft the ropes around

the captive's ankles. He laughed again as she did so.

"The news was ill to the loving ones. It was a fearful

hour when it broke up their placidity. They loved so that

the youth thundered imprecations, and the girl sobbed and

prayed. By the way, it was he who drew his dagger,

then ; and as they had resolved to avoid the strait by elop-

ing, and she promised to rejoin him in an adjacent wood,

he gave her the weapon to protect herself on the road.

But before they parted for this speedy reunion, the sight

of the poniard had suggested to her, the angelic child, the

removal of the chief obstacle to her happiness 1 Yes, her

happiness—not that they two had caressed, but a new one.

She had embraced the proposition in her heart of hearts

;

to welcome the high and dazzling match with which the

negotiator was at the gates."

"Sir, sir!" appealed Marguerite.

Released of his bonds, he had sat up.

"When I said there was an obstacle to be removed that

she might enjoy the freshly inspired ambition, I should

say two," went on Buridan, slowly. "On the one hand, if

her father died, the death would not more than check the

arrangements for the espousals with France. After the

mourning dress, the wedding gown. But the page—the

death of his master would remove one who would never

submit to the misalliance the two young fools had planned.

He would rise in his fury and have the page chastised for

his impertinence, and the offending girl sent into the prison

called, when princesses are shut up there, a convent ! As
for the marriage, his hurt pride would not permit his con-

tinuing the compact ; never should France complain that

the sullied lily was planted on its own pure lilies* The
royal crown was the fiend's bait.
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"She was very young, but it is in virgin soil that weeds

grow apace. She resolved that she should become queen

of France, and to further this, it was imperative that her

father should not block her road to Paris. She took the

dagger from the page as it might be this, and besought him

to kill his master ! He refused. She accepted the rebuke,

but in the sleeve retook the weapon. The page rode away,

went his way, and long awaited the bride who came not

in his ambuscade.

"In the meantime, the poniard did not go to rust. Mar-
guerite, whose own hand shrank from slaying her sire,

did not hesitate to put it in another, which was stronger

and more amenable."
4'Many thanks that you do not think her capable of

that deed," said Marguerite, in a tone between irony and

gratitude.

"Who did it—Baboline or Orsus?" retorted Buridan.

"I think I ought to know who executed your commission

with my steel, and from your direct impulse."

The queen was silent. She had the distorted "honor"

sometimes found in great criminals—she would not betray

her instruments.

"Lyonnet had fled, despair of seeing the girl on the road

of his own flight. Though loaded with the accusation

that he had slain his patron, he fled swiftly, and was not

even challenged in the confines of Burgundy."

"He was not seen or heard of," said Marguerite, as if

the story had come to its end.

"Things can be, though unseen," proceeded Buridan,

standing on his feet, and restoring the blood to his arms

by gestures like those accompanying the calling up of in-

fernal spirits. "Lyonnet was not seen, but he existed.

And the letters existed, too, which the lovesick maid spun

with ecstatic profusion."
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"Her letters? Marguerite's love letters?" murmured
the queen, clasping her hands.

"So much so that they will be in the packet which a

surer hand than Daulnay's has the order to put in the

king's hand when he arrives to-morrow in Paris 1"

She almost fell on her knees, but regaining confidence

by the very desperation of her new dilemma, she replied,

forcibly

:

"You say this to alarm me! Such pulings of youth

would not be preserved. Besides, if you had that sheaf of

darts, you would have flung them at me before now."

"You provided me with another," was the solemn re-

ply. "I held there in reserve. Was I not prudent?"

"The letters—my letters?" She went down on her

knees this time.

"To-morrow your husband will return them to you.

You expatiated on the punishment dealt out to murderers.

Marguerite, do you know how they treat parricides and

the wives false to their royal lords? When the sinners

are princesses, and the sufferers dukes and kings, the cul-

prit has her tresses shorn off with redhot shears ; her heart

is torn out and burned before her eyes! She, too, is

burned, and for three days the ashes and bones are drawn
about the town on a hurdle like carrion

!"

"Horror!" screamed she.

"I am free!" said he. "How sweet it is! It is your

turn now to wear the fetters. So it will be to-morrow, as

the king marches into town, that the cry will run to meet

him : 'The murderer of the poor scholar was Jehan Buri-

dan, who strangled himself in prison in remorse!' But

the echo from the Louvre will sound alien to that cry:

'Marguerite of Burgundy is condemned to the full penalty

for treason and parricide !'
"

"Mercy, Buridan !" from her, still kneeling.

"For the king of France. I am no longer Jehan Buri-
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dan, nor 'the sagittary/ but Lyonnnet of Bournonville,

page of the Duke of Burgundy, who will avow all thereat,

but deny he slew his lord
!"

"It was Orsini!" faltered she, as if on the penance

bench. "Don't raise your voice!"

"What matters, since we have your word for it, madam,

that the cries, groans and prayers do not penetrate these

walls, even to fly to heaven?"

"What do you want ? What do you want of me ?"

"Your place, to-morrow, in the greeting to Louis, of

that Capet race dear to the gods, is on his right hand. I

wish to stand on his left ! I ! We shall enter the Louvre

walls the three together
!"

"As you please—but those letters?" She arose, for he

did not offer to assist her.

"It is the office of the first minister to take all petitions

to the king. I shall be first minister, and I will intercept

the packet from my own messenger 1"

"As the minister, have your will!" said she, with as-

sumed resignation—the panther's, which, whipped off

from an attack on the tamer, retires sullenly to cower in

its corner, while awaiting another chance to spring.

"Then Orsini did the deed?"

"It is between him and Baboline."

"The arrow often passes over the foremost and slays

the followers. They shall not escape."

"What is there for me to do, my lord the prime minis-

ter?" she asked.

"Take me hence with you !"

The strangely assorted pair—the royal lady and the

captive freed—passed up the endless steps and through

the yard and corridor. All bowed to them, and the gov-

ernor bared his white head as well to queen as to the man
whom she had evidently promoted to her level.
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"Now, whither ?" she demanded, feeling the fetters on
her figuratively, though out of the ponderous archway.

"To prepare to greet King Louis entering his good

city, purged of Marigny and the assassins of the Seine
!"

"Ah," said the governor, "if only we had her regency

made perpetual, it would be tantamount to a jail deliver-

ance. There is a stroke of royal benevolence for you ! To
free a clerk whose offense was writing libels, I guess, and

making him her own secretary, it seems."

Thus it may have come down to us that Marguerite of

Burgundy was distinguished for her clemency.
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CHAPTER XXVI.

THE STARS OF THE SAGITTARY AT THEIR ZENITH.

In the old hall of the Louvre, dark the more as all the

windows had been stopped up from the last storm, hav-

ing cracked and perforated the ancient small panes of

glass set in lead, a man was pacing without seeing one of

the black oak faces, scarce human, bestial, fantastic and

grotesque, so as to seem nightmares frozen and blackened

by smoke, which could not uncongeal them. It was Sir

Walter, unsteady, feverish and glaring like one who had

staggered out of a conflagration.

In vain he had tried a door, not only fastened, but

firmly barricaded. He was on the verge of using his

dagger handle to make more noise, already out of place

in a palace, when from under hangings at another quarter

a young woman glided out, and on seeing who was the

would-be intruder, exclaimed with sadness

:

"Oh, Walter, is it you again?"

"Gertrude, where is your mistress?" gasped he.

"The queen? I could put the same question to you!"

She wrung her hands and spoke hushedly. "We are seek-

ing her, I and Dame Baboline. Don't speak above your

breath! If the high lady has really gone forth alone

—

think of that ! alone ! not a soul must know of it. Listen,

the queen did not sleep under this roof last night
!"

He shook his head, as if told to believe the impossible.

But her anxiety was too manifest.

"You are not responsible," he said, to calm her. "Yet

you, being always beside her, ought to make a shrewd

guess—conjecture narrowly—have an idea of her where-

aboutsr
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She shook her head at each repetition of the kind of ac-

cusation. "Is she seized with the same demon of unrest

as her unstable partner ?"

"At dusk yestreen I saw her trying on Dame Babo-

line's russet cloak and hood. I have not seen it since."

"Unless in the magic cloak of invisibility, a princess

does not go outdoors by herself," protested he. "There

was no call for an escort—not even the requirement of

some picked troopers. Less than that would be a slur on

the guards—an insult to the king's men. At least, that

poking Baboline must know—if she lent her the cloak?

Tell me, Gertrude, that I may overtake her or find her

—

perhaps in some trap, and prevail on her to return ! Oh,

to a queen the faintest stain is ruin—it spreads like

Pysche's oil on Cupid's shoulder."

"Am I to swear on my hopes that I do not know ?"

"Do not fear," he pressed. "We two ought not to have

any secrets between us, dearest Gertrude ! For your kind

patroness recognized and blessed our affiancement. Would
we not have had the bans put up in the palace chapel, but

for the time of mourning for my poor Philip ? Surely she

confides all her secrets to you ?"

"All her woes, no doubt. Even ladies paramount wish

some one to lean upon and sop up their tears—my shoul-

der has often held up her aching head, poor Lady Mar-

guerite !"

"Then have out with it, so I may share your burden.

I will solely use the information to find her, to induce her

to retrace her dangerous steps, and she will pardon you,

even though she censures me. Who knows, child, but

you—we may save her from that dagger hung over the

high head in a palace. Deceive me not—for she would

rather tell you than a woman of no degree like Baboline

whither she slipped."

"I vow to you that she told me nothing."
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"I dare say she recommended secrecy, but events have

absolved you. You do well to be faithful, but not at a

crisis. You do not appreciate such things, because you do

not think evil; but you know—she knows—I am wiser

than my years. I am not as other men to you, Gertrude

!

You could tell me, as one speaks to one's self, thinking

one is alone. Stay, darling, what do you desire most in

life?"

"Our being happy together/'

"Yes, yes; but narrowed to the present?"

"To know where my lady is."

"That's it ! Ask me what you like, Gertrude ; your ut-

most will! Jewels by the casket—rings by the string!

Have you no poor relatives to enrich—to place in the

guards? Is it a poor girl you would endower? In one

word, dearest, where is Queen Marguerite?"

"Alas, I do not know—I cannot guess. But " she

was seized with a sudden thought, which did not lessen

the shadow on her brow.

"I see that it is Baboline who knows "

"If not she, it is the person with whom she confers as

if they were hand and glove
!"

"Can I give a guess ?"

"Oh, it's a foreigner, who keeps a tavern where the

servants go—at the St. Honore Gate "

"You never mean the Sieve ? His name is Orsini
!"

"Orsus, Orsini—it sounds like that."

"Then I know the man, and there is—I will run thither.

Oh, if the queen returns while I am away, may it be ere

the home-coming of the king ! There is the most dreadful

wagging of tongues, and—but I run "

And for once, too engrossed to take a kiss as became the

betrothed, he let her leave him as she had come. He was

about to rush from the hall when from under the arras,
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hung two feet clear from the stone wall, Baboline emerged.

Had she been listening?

"You need not go to the tavern, sir," said she, meekly.

"The queen is in her rooms. In reply to your astonish-

ment, sir, let it be plain that she wandered in the orchard

to calm a hot brow—to-morrow she must look her best to

greet the king."

"Ah, but I had searched the grounds !"

"For her?"

"Why, Baboline, the word is out that we are to arrest

some high offender! And lest his friends should gather

without there and lie in wait, I felt it my duty to search

with two aims. The queen was not there, and "

"Where else would she be? She says that."

"Oh, if she says so " and he stamped his foot and

bit his lip, striving to throw off growing apprehension of

he knew not what.

"Sir knight, do you not guess who is the high offender

whom the king comes here haply to arrest ?"

"Marigny being caged, some supporter of his who
comes to protest ?" he spoke, idly.

The woman caught hold of his arm with her clawlike

fingers, and hissed

:

"The illustrious offender is the queen !"

"What do you say ? What do you know ?"

"Well, I know more which I must not say!"

"But that is too much—arrest the
"

"Sir knight, you will soon know, for you, too, as cap-

tain, should go forth to welcome the king."

"No, no; I am mayor of the palace, and his duty is to

await the master on the porch steps here."

"Wait, wait !" She was listening, and still holding him,

drew him to the window. Through the unmended pane

holes they could not only hear what went on below in the
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courtyard, but see that a number of the nobles were there

among the guards officers.

"It is an assembly," said he; "there is Lord Savoisy,

Pierrefonds, truckling to him "

"Savoisy rises as Marigny falls," remarked the old

woman, peering too. "Look and listen. Satan is throw-

ing dice for the future of France."

"Playsaunce is bowing very low to Savoisy, too!"

"One must be servile to make others serve."

"Hark !" and Walter ground his teeth. "They say that

when the king comes, Marigny will be—be hanged ! Im-

possible !"

"Why impossible? Will a rope break the sooner be-

cause it is two hundred pounds of patrician, instead of so

much plebeian ?" sneered she.

"But, a noble ! Yet they laugh."

Indeed, Raoullet's voice came to their ears : "The king

promised to lift one of the burdens off the people—faith 1

lifted with that jack of his new gibbet at Montfaucon,

Marigny will be off our shoulders
!"

"Sir Walter Daulnay! the guards' captain!" was the

call repeated from usher and footman throughout the

palace.

"I am called," said the knight, surprised.

"To arrest the high offender," said Baboline, frightened,

but still scoffing.

"You are all foreboding, woman !" said he. "It can but

be for me to prepare my men to line the approaches to the

palace. May not the king have pressed on to pass the

night here?"

"As likely as to lose no time rejoining his dear queen,"

said Baboline, mysteriously.

"Then it was jest to say the arrest
"

"You are called—and so is Savoisy! Maybe it is a
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race between you two! Sir, haste, for the queen's sake.

He is not her friend, but, I believe, you are."

"To the last!" And, being pushed by her, he sprang

into a doorway which opened to him as a chamberlain at

last penetrated, and left the queen's confidante, trembling.

In the yard at the door where the nobles gathered, was

a gentleman, booted and spurred, but one spur was
wrenched off, and his boots were heavy with mud. His

hat feather was blown to pieces. On seeing Sir Walter,

he removed his hat with overmuch deference as to fallen

rank, rather than to a permanent one, and presented a

paper

:

"Letters patent," said he ; "no, I mistake in my haste

—

this is for your excellence—these for " he was silent.

Daulnay took the document as any official communica-

tion, and did not blanch under the torchlights beginning

to illumine the group.

"Sir Walter to command the forces collected in Cham-
pagne County!" read he. "I to command a province

quota?" Voices buzzed delightedly around him, and Sa-

voisy looked cast down. "I am to quit town and report

from Troyes ? I, quit Paris !" he grumbled, without any

courtier-like concealment of his chagrin.

Spite of his distress, the gentlemen complimented him,

and those who belonged to the land of wine and pies

felicitated him. He might have formed a numerous body-

guard to enter into his new government. As he stood

dumfounded, the officer held out the other communication

from the royal hand, but toward Lord Savoisy, saying:

"Letters patent," again.

Count Savoisy had no sooner cast his hesitating sight

on these lines, than his features assumed a joyous cast,

just the other extreme from Daulnay's lugubrious one.

"Appointed mayor of the palace," said he, "relieving
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Sir Walter Daulnay, chosen to command the levy of troops

in Champagne ?"

In his turn he had to be covered with verbal flowers,

all flocking to him to congratulate even more loudly than

they had Daulnay, who had been so ungrateful.

"My lords/' said the count. "We are ruled by a great

king, and I praise him for choosing so wise a counselor

as whoso has replaced Marigny, and makes me major-

domor
"The new minister?" queried twenty eager voices.

The count did not repeat the name which countersigned

the king's warrant; the sight set him reflecting. As for

Daulnay, he had looked only at the main point: he was
banished. He would have to part from Gertrude, unless

she would leave the queen—almost preposterous. Par-

ticularly if the queen were in the keenest peril, as Baboline

so plainly announced. In depriving him of his office,

where she dwelt, the king—or his mover—was leaving the

poor sovereign without one devoted defender. All seemed

deceit about him; the ground was crumbling on every

side. Perhaps this sop was a false one; in Champagne
he would be thrown into prison

!

All to a man—or to a courtier—had turned aloof from

him; his own officers perceived that the promotion was

possibly a bitter disgrace. It was well no one regarded

him, for he had in his pique torn up the parchment and

was treading on the seal. He did not even look to see

who was Marigny's successor.

His stupor was one of the black kind, when the re-

moval of every one of the flambeaux could not intensify

it. Nevertheless, his determination was almost come to,

and he might have burst out of the gloom to commit some

mad freak, heinous anywhere, but doubly in the palace.

But a drop of cold water immeasurably soothes the
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parched lips—a word dropped on him as from far above.

His name—but the voice!

"Gertrude!" and he looked up as the mariner for the

one fixed star in a fog.

He leaped upon a stone bench ; he was thus on the level,

head with head, of the lady of Lamarcq. In the dark

none would perceive that he was not alone.

"Do you know the news?" asked he.

"Yes; my lady has come back as silently and secretly

as she vanished. Oh ! the castle is a mysterious lodge."

"I do not mean that."

"The king is coming? Yes "

"That is it ! and he sends his herald before. I am ap-

pointed governor of Champagne. I must quit you for an

indefinite period."

"You will again go away to the wars ?"

"How do I know? A man who is played with like a

puppet! We were vowing that nothing should part us,

and, lo ! I am banished
"

"Such an office banishment?"

"But without you?"

"Oh, perhaps this time the king and queen will be rec-

onciled—she will require me little—I could get leave—we
should be wed, and I might be the governor's lady of the

province ! I declare, I felt sure that you would rise high,

but, lieutenant-governor for the king! it is a great eleva-

tion!"

"Oh, the king elevates with liberality! Look at that

hapless Marigny! Do you also know, my gentle Ger-

trude, that Lord Marigny is to be hanged like a sheep-

thief?"

"What's he done?"

"The most terrible crime here—stopd in the way of a

Savoisy, or " A sudden revelation struck him ; he did

not remember that he had seen the na?ne of the king's new
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premier; but on each of those scraps of paper he read

"Buridan"!

"Buridan," she re-echoed his muttering. "No; it is

Bournonville ! Sir Lyonnet is even now with my mis-

tress."

"Buridan—or Bournonville, if you will—with the

queen ?"

"Sir Lyonnet de Bournonville, to be sure, as the min-

ister, he is preparing to go and receive the king between

them. But ought you not be of the welcoming party,

Walter?"

"Certainly, to thank his majesty for my banishment!"

"You speak unkindly, Walter. I should not be sorry

to turn my back on this place. Since there are mysteries,

and I am no longer fully trusted, I take it in disesteem.

Oh, Walter! we have the queen's encpuragement, you

—

ask the king to grant you leave to marry. A life in the

country town will not be oppressive to me."

"Go where I shall, Til love you!"

"Be where I may, I love you
!"

He bowed over her hand to kiss it, when, at the dis-

tance, thundered a deep cry ; it was that roar of the lions

believing they would be fed, and having the bone drawn

from them by a teasing keeper.

"What is that ?" asked he, of a servant hurrying past.

"Sir, it is the people. The king is entering by the St.

Antoine bars
!"

"That is not a cheerful shout."

Gertrude had disappeared at the sound of the coming

steps. A little bent figure was abruptly shown by the great

blaze of torches, kindled from one another, by the main

gates east.

Walter jumped down from his bench, and made a nod

of affability to the unfortunate deformity.

"It's the people's welcome, after their manner—the king
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comes delighted at having left the fresh army behind him,

at meeting his nobles, and at paying for the army with a

fresh tax."

"Look you, little tidbit, for Old Nick! What would

you do with these three, each hard to please?"

"Truly, grand knight, I would send the nobles to lead

the soldiers, and revoke the tax, for, since it is pleasure

for the lords to war, let them pay for their pleasuring."

"Hop-off-my-thumb, you are a little well, but your water

is deep. I don't know but the king might better profit by

your suggestions than the new minister's."

The dwarf uttered the shrill laugh of hunchbacks, and

bounded away, to join the increasing gathering about the

entrance. The knight, shunning his own men as if his

appointment were a disfavor, stood in a dark corner. On
letting his eyes range up to the windows, with no wish

but to see even his beloved's profile, he started. Beside

the queen in her window bow, was a shadow which was
not hers.

"Bournonville—Buridan? She confers with him after

calling him my brother's slayer 1 Gertrude was right ; this

is a cave of mystery!"
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CHAPTER XXVII.

PERHAPS, THE KING IS A KING?

Walter had made no mistake, though in his agitation

error was pardonable ; it was Buridan speaking privately

with the queen in her apartment.

"But he will not go," said Marguerite, alluding to the

appointment which the new minister had imposed on

Daulnay.

"The king has ordered," said the other, as if convinced

of the monarch's inflexibility, if the rest thought Louis a

pliant man. "Would you contravene?"

"There is no necessity. Lady Gertrude will stay by

me—he will not go from her."

"You forget our arrangement. I cannot have this man
in the same walls while he believes me concerned in his

brcfttar's death."

"Walter might have called out Buridan in a duel, but

Sir Lyonnet Bournonville, as prime minister, is above his

sword length."

"I am not so sure of that."

"Are you afraid, now?"

"A man is not afraid when he has all to gain, and noth-

ing to lose, as was my state. But, with renewal of my life

id much*—power, honors, riches, position—which reflects

glory on the university itself."

"Is it no consolation," she severely said, "that your fall

will be from such a height that you must infallibly crush

arty you meet in that descent? We have arrived on the

strmmit of a slippery and rugged mountain ; it will be bet-

ter for us to sustain each other, than try to stand alone."
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She spoke "alone" with a singular accent, which would
have made another shudder.

"After your father, your husband," was what his look

implied.

"I see what ambition is in your heart. You wish to pur-

sue your course without failing to break down any oppo-

sition. Not a tear will that cost your eyes, not a regret

to your heart. We are to be things swept forward by fate

—not human beings, feeling frailty. Woe to you, woman,
who are as the fallen angels who still seek a victorious

rebellion."

"I cannot be near you quite alone; Gertrude supports

me, as she has no idea in her guilelessness what I am. To
retain her, I must detain Sir Walter. Revoke his exile

!"

"So he will turn his sword on me at some moment, as

you turned Orsini's dagger on your sire, and would on me
only for fear he would weaken attacking a governor of the

state!"

"I have forever done with such ruffians."

"I am glad to hear that, for I was going to inquire how
dear he was. It is evident that you would rid yourself of

him—and I wish the man punished publicly who holds

the truth of who slew Duke Robert. Render up to me that

assassin, restore my poniard with which he slew my mas-

ter, so that I am ever under that accusation. Do you know

what a mighty lord is Louis to rise above that calumny

and constitute me his minister? Let Lyonnet be freed of

that stain, and let Orsini perish on the scaffold ! Expiate,

as princesses do their faults, by deputy, and you may have

less to repent of."

"Perish Orsini I" said she, wrathfully.

"Then deliver him into my hands."

"The tavern is open to you—has it a secret nook or

door not familiar to the 'grand duke' Y* She smiled mean-

ingly.
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"His tavern is under the curse of the scholars. He will

not keep that as his stronghold. If he has a refuge, you

will know it."

"He believes in me, who have lost faith in him I He is

a traitor, who only lacks the opportunity. It is why I give

him up. Go, kill him, that he cannot denounce me I You
will find him where I will send him to meet—the agent,

who will settle his wages and dispatch him to his endeared

Italy."

"Who is that? The agent?"

"You, if you like—or your myrmidons. You must be

dense to the prime minister's appendages if you have not

found a murderer or two in the back-stairs closet." She

took out a small steel key. "This unlocks the postern on

the river side of the Tower of
"

"Nesle ?" added he. He took the key, thinking to him-

self, "This is the opener of her tomb !"

She at the same time murmured to herself : "This time

he shall not escape."

"Now what do we do?" asked she, calmly, as if busi-

ness were done, and a pleasure was next on the card.

"We go to the king, who must be half across Paris by

this."

"Together? A word to my woman," she added, beck-

oning to Baboline.

"Together. A word to my—that is, the captain of the

guards "

"Oh, Lord Savoisy! I forgot that Sir Walter
"

The rest of her thought was lost in her throat, as she

turned to Baboline and soon whispered

:

"Let Orsus be in the tower this night with some men
we can rely up<"i."

And Buridan, going out to the assembled nobles in the

anteroom, said to Savoisy, whom he drew aside

:

"Count, the king is going to give you more than this
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initial token of his favor. You are mayor of the palace,

but as soon as he shall be here, place the guard in a lieu-

tenant's ward. Our master is pained at the massacres in

his capital, which desolate it, and raise hoots and groans

on his passing. He supposes, with good grounds, since I,

disguised, and pretending to be one of the ravager$ "

"Their grand duke !" interrupted Savoisy, with a fatu-

ous smile, indicating that he had employed spies in a little

establishment of his own.

"I learned much of the nefarious practices. In sum,

the haunt of the murderers is yonder, in the Nesle man-

sion/'

"Then the lights we see in the night?"

"If they burn this night, should light your way, with a

chosen band, to the death tower. Surround it, force your

way in—stop ! here is the key to the river postern."

Count Savoisy bowed; he was overwhelmed with ad<-

miration. To have the "open sesame" to the robbers' cave

was a magnificent stroke.

"Undoubtedly," he considered, "France has a great in-

tellect in this man ! After all, the Bournonvilles are an old

family. But your eminency was saying?"

"With the key you may enter without force. But, by

the mailed hand or the sly one, get in and arrest every soul,

whatever their rank and station
!"

"The domain of Nesle is the king's present/' stammered

the count, "a royal—the queen's own residence, if ever she

cares to dwell there -"

"Arrest all inmates!"

"But I should want written warrant for that. 'Any*

rank is flying high within cry of the Louvre Palace."

"I do not say you are wrong to be cautious. Tftat i$

why I deliver you the royal order."

Savoisy cast his eyes over the script, and muttered :

"One could arrest a prince of the blood royal on this."
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"Ay, prince, princess, lord or lady."

"Well, you are not slow to put me into the exercise of

my functions."

"You may find this the most important of them. Sir

Walter Daulnay was removed that you might be the first

military officer of the king. Now, look about us—there

may be a removal which will enable Count Savoisy to be

hailed as duke."

"This is a very great man," thought Savoisy.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

BY CHANCE SELECTED.

The newly appointed governor of Champagne and its

roster of troops, so singularly backward in accepting a

post for which Pierrefonds, for example, would have gone

without beer for a month, still hovered about the gardens,

watching the lighted windows show, by the many ani-

mated shadows flitting past them, how busy were all to

receive the sovereign suitably. This time, coming by

night, he avoided such unpleasant scenes as Cluny had of-

fered him at the funeral procession of Scholar Arthur.

Descending into the grounds, Savoisy, concluding that

for his special mission, he was not to take a file out of the

guardhouse in order of their names on the muster, looked

around for soldiers out of harness, a little tipsy and pen-

niless, sighing for the means to enjoy their liberty, irk-

some to a rover at night without money. He had recruited

two or three, when he noticed a man with a military air

and yet unsightly, likely to be one of the discharged for

infractions of the military rules, severe at the time. This

man, carrying some object under a tattered long cloak,

had much the aspect of a thief, to whom a dishwasher had

allowed a specimen of the king's plate to accompany a

spoiled custard.

Savoisy was wrong, although his surmise was not un-

skillful. The skulker was Master Landry, come to fulfill

his old comrade's instructions. Sagely enough, he had

reasoned, after having found the valuable papers and the

more valuable gold pieces, in his eyes, that he should not

mingle with the throng, seasoned with cut purses, but
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enter the Louvre yard with the influx of servants and their

town acquaintances introduced under their wing.

Savoisy was acute; he had hit upon an excellent sol-

dier, fit for his design, since he was unscrupulous. Landry

•perceived that he had a great lord dealing with him, and

took care not to refuse him. The lord, here, was on his

own ground. So he accepted the enlistment, grasped the

coin as binding money, and promised to be by the gate for

the master of the cohort.

But he was only too anxious to be relieved of his new
charge. Hence, spying Sir Walter, whose behavior much
resembled his own, he went over to him in his covert. He
accosted him with the freedom between brethren of the

blade.

"Are you looking for ten or twelve silver orbs ? Then,

comrade, here's the route 1 You will be at the gate, there,

on the south side, and along will come eight or ten knaves

of our sort. We are going, under the rule of a great noble,

who will stand us scot-free, to attack a house on the other

side of the river. I can't say it is to make a cullender of

a lover who is in our employer's way, or to carry off the

beauty who flutters between the pair of them, but the pay

is sure and good. I turn the task over to you, since I am
lame, as you see, and I want my legs to dance at my own
wedding."

There was not any doubt in the tempted one's mind

that the employer was Savoisy. What was this secret ex-

pedition cm the night of the king's return ? Evidently con-

nected with that return. Some culprit was to be taken in

hand and haled before his majesty, only in a less tender

manner than that exercised toward Marigny. Here was a

chance to serve the king, so that, with the discovery of the

mystery, he might almost turn the affair to his credit

against Savoisy—at least, find an excellent excuse for his

delay in accepting his governorship.
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He replied assentingly to Landry's suggestion, and al-

lowed him to understand that he had engaged a fair sub-

stitute. Upon which, Landry, promising to drink to his

advancement, returned to his waiting for the interview

with Buridan at the meeting of the latter and the king.

But on the eve of the shady adventure, irritated at being

unable to get within speaking distance of the new min-

ister, if he had dared to challenge him as knowing his

brother's murderer, and at every instant making him more

and more disobedient, Walter longed to see the Lady of

Lamarcq, if only for a glance and a word.

All this was frustrated by the entry of the king. He
was accompanied by a fine party, as all the noblemen whose

dwellings were on the eastern road had turned out with

their retainers, and, with a perfect blaze of torches, he

arrived at the Louvre. For an hour all was glare, uproar

and bustle in the yard. Landry had managed to exchange

a word with Buridan and pass him the letters. Savoisy

received a grateful look from his majesty, which confirmed

his mission, and the queen was surprised and ertraged at

the acquaintance being no yesterday event between the

minister she had forced on the realm and Louia.

In the confusion, Sir Walter, without having to reveal

himself, had reached the environs of the queen's rooms.

As usual, the king had partaken of refreshments in his

own quarters; he had dismissed all the officers not di-

rectly attached to his service for the night, and taken leave

of Marguerite with slightly more warmth than before.

She promptly retired, and, alleging indisposition from the

noise and turmoil, ordered her part of the palace to be

darkened.

A maid had informed Lady Gertrude that she had sett!

the guards' captain for a certainty in the palace, and she*

believing from wishing to believe, was watching for his

communication more or less directly with hen She
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diverted from her troublesome thoughts about the conse-

quences of his defiance of the royal behest by the coming

in of Baboline. She walked oddly, her face was con*

vulsed, twitching on one side and then the other; her eyes

were enlarged and then diminished; brightening as un»

skillfully dosing herself with digitalis. She toed in, and

drew herself down as with agonizing cramps. Gertrude

ran and supported her till she could be seated. She felt

that her hands were ice cold. Her twisted lineaments hor-

rified her.

"Say a miserere for me—I have forgotten how to pray

!

Yet there is no time for prayers !" She tried to rise, but

the spasms shook her into a numb state. "I ought to warn

her, but I cannot budge
!"

"Warn whom ? and of what ? What have you partaken

of that you are—God help us ! turning veritably to stone?"

"Don't leave me. I am bewitched."

Gertrude was hysterical ; she could have laughed at "the

witch" being bewitched.

Baboline herself tried to smile, but it was an appalling

grin.

"Oh, if you could find a messenger—but none can be

trusted since the master is home !"

These disjointed words were as trying to hear as the

distorted face to behold.

"Will you make it clear what is the misery which strikes

you down and menaces still others?"

"Misery? Worse! Have I not said that I was going

out to warn the queen ?"

"Going out? You are wandering, woman! The queen

—oh, was she outdoors that time, and again runs such a

destructive risk?"

"Oh, I cannot tell you—a good lady like you. Is there

np one we can trust ? Sir Walter—but he hasgpn^ Alas!

•
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she is lost 1 Our mistress is lost 1 I cannot feel that I am
Baboline below my waist

!"

"Stayl I was told that Sir Walter is about the palace

—if I could but summon him ! oh, if you had your witch-

craft now, for a good end P She wrung her hands.

Baboline shrank up into a kind of bundle. It was awful

to see the mere shapeless form, the head sunk in the col-

lar-bone cavity, and slightly lolling, as if detachable.

Gertrude did not know which way to turn, when she

heard a scratching at a side door. It was the palace mode
of calling for admission. She was hastening thither when
the door opened. Sir Walter had daringly ventured in.

He was amazed, rather than pleased, to see that his suc-

cess was so great; that he had stepped into Lady La-

marcq's presence.

He was beginning to apologize, not express pleasure, on

seeing her dismay. But she took him by the hand and led

him to the mass on the chair.

Baboline's eyes had closed, not naturally, but as though

drawn down, never to open more. She must have divined

who had made the third party in the room, for she

breathed his name. They had to bend over her to catch

this utterance

:

"The queen—in danger—haste to save her—in the

tower—

—

"

"The tower, the tower—there are so many towers I"

"Nesle! NesleP

"The Tower of Nesle!" repeated Walter, looking in-

voluntarily toward the window, but it was not the one

commanding the river view.

"Where your brother was struck down, stranded and

flung: out of the window in a sack P went on the almost

dead thing, as if only her speaking powers were lent to

her.

Sir Walter could have shouted, like the philosopher
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cried "Eureka !" and like him, rushed out upon the streets.

All fingers were pointing to the Tower of Nesle.

"The king orders her to be arrested there—there—save

her—sa
"

"What has the queen to do with the Tower of Nesle? I

mean, what with death's doings there?"

"I do not know," replied Gertrude, strangely calm, as

he was so wildly agitated. "Did you not hear that this

unhappy woman's last word was for us to save her.

From what ? Does it matter ? If you will not go, I shall
!"

"I did not shrink from going—but—oh, I was to be of

the very party from which she is to be saved. It is a

trick—a snare, and our mistress is the victim of that in-

triguer, the new minister ! I am going, not my Lord Sa-

voisy, to arrest, but to defend or avenge her 1"

"But she—am I to call for a doctor?" Gertrude knelt

by the dead, but averted her eyes, for the face was turning

black.

"Even the doctor of souls will come too late ! Don't let

that be said of me ! Not too late, my queen
!"

He dashed himself at the first door in the wall, of which

he miraculously knew. He imagined he heard a call for

him, from across the river. It was behind him. Gertrude,

sure that her prayers were unheard, arose and called out

her lover's name, afraid of being alone with a sinner wh*
had died with a twisted neck, proof positive, at that period,

that the fiend had "come for his own."
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CHAPTER XXIX.

THE GAMESTER'S OATH : ONE MORE, AND NO MORE!

Marguerite had reasoned that the minister must remain

some time with the king. She prepared herself for cross-

ing the stream, entered a boat kept in readiness, and was

rapidly rowed across to Nesle. Orsini was there betimes,

and with some loss of his usual stolidity, observable in an

Italian, waited at the door, the key of which she had parted

with. He followed her up into their consulting room.

"There must be another dark deed committed," said

she, impatiently. "But it is the last. It will be striking

our highest mark. A man has learned our secrets by ac-

tual experience. He has shared in our feast, but evaded

the reckoning. It is we whom he will call to that if we let

him live, since he has grasped the power to overturn me
from the throne. If I fall under the ruins, you will be

crushed, you and all your followers. If I had not fenced

him off this night we should already be lost!"

If she had contemplated frightening the callous villain,

she had succeeded. He was of the yellow pallor of a can-

dle blanched in the sun.

"How can this be?" faltered he. "This man must, as

those scholars say, have a demon of his own to serve him.

Escape from Nesle ! Tut, tut, you have been drinking too

deep over there at the mole-king's return."

"The method of his learning is of no weight; he does

unfortunately know. With the discovery, that man has

made me go down on my knees and bee "

Orsini made a denying gesture, and said, in his teeth:

"Say another thing!"

"He has made me undo the bonds you tied him with,"
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"Ah? The prisoner in the Chatelet? Our scapegoat?"

"There is none other."

"Madam, I am not going to face the judges. I prefer

the beggar's bed on the ground by the hedge, to the rack.

Let me flee!"

"The prime minister of France can have you pursued

to the world's end
!"

"Ah I have we had a noble of that quality in the tower?"

asked he, incredulously, and reviewing a long file of

drowned wretches.

"He was, to your knowledge, the Capt. Jehan
"

"This comes of 'rounding upon' a goodish customer!"

sighed the landlord of the Sieve, reproachfully.

"It is, also, the Prof. Buridan, of the colleges."

"The man with 'the ass' ? Oh ! It is I was the ass to

meddle with the clerks ! It's as perilous as the clergy," and

he crossed himself.

"Oh, I am not yet at the end of the scroll ; what will you

say when this man asks you for his dagger?"

"I might leave mine sticking in him, but his own—your

majesty is dealing out riddles this night."

"His dagger, which you used to slay the Duke Robert?"

"The Burgundian duke? Is not that little stir in your

sleepy Dijon forgotten yet? But that little page was one

Lyonnet
"

"Of Bournonville. Well, wait here, and he will stand

before you ere long. Sir Lyonnet, minister of the king,

who has supplanted Marigny !"

"I ask for my wages and to let me go-^I cannot face so

many foes in one."

"Fool ! It is because they are in one that you can fight,

and should not flee."

"Madam, the belief weighs on me and fetters tnt* I**

guiocQ e finital There is no more fun !" He let fall t*rth

apwt aa if broken in two plaices.

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



272 The Gamester's Oath.

"But I tell you not to give up the game. He might

have won, but he makes the weakest move, when he could

declare check."

Orsini looked up, but the glint was absent from his

eyes, which seemed to have sunken, and the hollows turned

black.

"This spy, who has seen me at table, and you at your

work—he has tempted Provi—I mean, fate. He who can

ruin us by describing from the life a night in the Nesle

Tower, is coming here that he may find the murderer of

Duke Robert—that he may make him divulge the true user

of his dagger ! As if you would suffer death to save an-

other—your own son, if you had one ! But such as you are

wholesomely left childless! Baboline, she will disclose

nothing. By this time, your accomplice—she who intro-

duced you to me in my evilest hour—she is dead by this,

and in an agony forestalling those she deserved."

"Have you k "

'Deceive me not now ! Will you, or will you not, on re-

ceiving this man here, for the second time, let him still for

the third make a visit?"

"Baboline, dead ?" He lowered his flashing eyes, not to

betray some thought not passing, but lingering. "Madam,
this man must not repeat such visits. No, I will trust no

man as I did before, to our detriment. I will return him
his dagger—point first

!"

"Yes ; I would push your arm, for my safety is linked

with yours, old Trusty
!"

"Be it so; but a truce after this, eh? If you are still

athirst, my steel is blunted! We have done more than

enough to trouble our everlasting rest."

"Our tranquillity in this world exacts this last stroke.

So long as this multiple man exists, I shall not be mistress

of my wealth. If you slay him for sure this time, I vow to

you, my brave gladiator, no more nights stolen from the
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Louvre, no more orgies, not another dead body in a sack

for shroud, sailing down the Seine. Then I will give you

enough gold to buy a state from the church, and rule in

your fair Italia. More, I will regain our lot in Paradise.

I will raze this tower, and on this site erect holy houses.

I will institute a chapter of holy men, who will pray night

and day on bared knees for your soul and mine. 1 am
weary of all these suppressions of the feasters, lest they

praise the bounty of the unknown hostess. It seems to me
that with more than one more crime we should not be for-

given."

It was talking in a soothing strain, but she could not

tell this time if this assassin was her dupe.

"How would he come?"

"By the river side, for I gave him the key."

"You are as imprudent as uniquely merciful," he said,

almost sarcastically. "After him, no others ?"

"I swear to it!"

"I will go post my fellows—hark
!"

"A boat on the river—it must be he! But I outshot

him!" she exulted. "Lose no time, but go! Shut that

door, for I do not wish to see him ever more! He may
have still another revelation to make to me which will cur-

dle my blood, and bring the snow out on my hair !" She

shuddered and started as Orsini closed the door smartly,

as though to hide the treacherous look upon his brow.

"No, he cannot still preserve a secret which would ran-

som his life ! Now, let this Lyonnet, this wise Dr. Buri-

dan, re-enter the nether world, whence he must have

sprung for my discomfiture. If it had not been for his

thrusting his poniard under my eyes I should never have

let Baboline insist on that dread deed ! Whoever heard of

an innocent girl winking at her own father being done to

death, unless devils incarnate were at her elbow? Ah!
Baboline, I have effectually stopped you from tattling to
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the prying king. Gertrude is perfectly hoodwinked, and,

shanks to her charms, Sir Walter would blindly defend me.

He must not be sent away! Oh, this minister unseated,

I shall reign again. How long he is landing and falling

upon the hungry blades
!"

Impatiently she went to the window and sought to look

out, because at the same instant, a dark object excluded

what little light there was. A man stood on the sill, and

held by the grating. A kind of serpent swung next him.

She had just time to understand that the rope from a

crane under the cornice, used to haul up provisions from

boats, had been loosened, and, floating within reach of an

active man on the beach, he had leaped up and climbed to

this ledge.

She thought it was Buridan, who, by this unsuspected

means, had intended evading the lyers in wait ; but, seeing

her better by his being without, and her face toward his

in the gray, the stranger, in a whisper, said

:

"It is I, queen r
"Daulnay!" she ejaculated, not knowing whether to be

glad or ashamed at the knight meeting her here.

He had seized two of the bars, and with great strength

bent them together at the same time as he extracted the

ends from the sockets. At this height no one had supposed

an attempt would be made to intrude, and the examination

for the state of the bars was perfunctory. He tossed the

iron far out into the water, and insinuated his slender body

within.

As he alighted, she clasped her hands and murmured

:

"It must be a phantom
!"

"Don't fear me ! I am not mad !" He was under the

impression that his wildness was adjudged insanity.

"But how could you be here?"

The dark was as if luminous to her ; somehow, while it

was Walter, his features reminded her of the youth who
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had pursued her to this same spot ; had time reversed its

panorama, and was this renewal of the scene where. Philip,

dying, had incised the red cross on her temple, and looking

on her face—died

!

"There can be no time to explain !" said he, hurriedly,

but looking around fiercely, as if disappointed in not find-

ing an enemy. "The gulf yawns at your feet, majesty!

And we must not stop to throw precious moments into it

!

Lord Savoisy is gathering a band of soldiers to besiege,

if resistance be offered, and vacate the house
!"

"Nesle House ! My own property ! How dare this

be?"

"So many are afoot that there will not be room for your

highness* pride and the king's men ! My men !"

"Yours? The king's
"

"Yes, I am false to my liege ! Sir Walter Daulnay bites

the hand that honored him ! I have disgraced his wish

—

forfeited his boon—deserted my colors! I am a broken

officer ; but Gertrude will forgive me—at least, by the quiet

here, I shall have saved you !"

"How do you know that I am not safe here as else-

where?" said she, boldly.

"Oh, majesty, do you think that I doubt you? But you

will be confounded designedly, perchance, with the guilty I

Your house has been pointed out to the king, perhaps, now
looking across the river

"

She turned her back to the opening.

" Tis the haven of the river murderers, say they ! Un-
aware to your highness, vile men lurk in the vaults, and

pounce on passengers, and after plundering them, hurl

them into that foaming tide
!"

"The king would not believe
"

"The king does not believe that you let the house be so

perverted, but—and so he dispatches the armed force to

seize all here this night, and prove—but you see, you are
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here, and unless you go forth on my arm, before my iol-

diers arrive
"

"A queen of France suspected of iniquity
"

"Ah, even the ermine may be soiled, and she must tear

herself to pieces to remove the smirch ! Flee
!"

She stopped him proceeding to the stairs. He looked

puzzled, but instantly gathered her meaning by her pained

glance. There were cutthroats below.

"Shall I heed that?" he cried, his hand on his sword

easily, just feeling that it would draw. "I promised Ger-

trude to die for you, but let your safety be the exchange

for my pierced heart
!"

"Walter, these ruffians are less to be feared than the

king's agents, by me—Savoisy is mine enemy!"

"I dare them all
!"

"Yes, but you slain, what becomes of Gertrude, who
would die in my arms broken-hearted ?"

Daulnay had crossed to the window, but he stood there

transfixed ; the boat which had ferried him over was speed-

ing out into the current, in hot haste, although he had bid

the boatman, Simon, to abide his return, or another pas-

senger's. It was clear that the tower did not enjoy an en-

viable reputation.

"The boat has pushed off," growled he.

Below stairs there was a short, but violent clash of

arms, the tramp of feet, and one man mounted the steps

;

but not in the ordinary manner ; he was coming up back-

ward, contesting.

Every now and then was heard a sword gliding along

another, or a downward blow received dexterously on the

strong inner part of a blade, and a groan or an oath.

Daulnay was too expert in hand-to-hand fighting not to

perceive that some one had rushed into the house despite

armed defenders, reached the steps, faced his antagonists,

and was fighting his way up; his retreat not at all re-

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



The Gamester's Oath.

sembling a defeat. At the last he must have repelled

them. His tread was rapid, but without any more im-

pediment. As he paused on the door sill, to recover breath,

Sir Walter was about to go out and learn his character.

But the queen waved her hand forbiddingly.

Immediately there entered a tall, dark man, with his

sword, a very long one, a little bent and jagged on both

cutting edges ; the point was squarely snapped off, too.

In his excitement this intruder saw none but the lady.

"By St. Margaret of Antioch," cried he, "I might be

sure you were here, by your beagles trying to bar my
path!"

The queen seemed stupefied at recognizing the speaker,

or was confounded by his coming in while Sir Walter

was with her. The latter took the initiative with some

asperity.

"Capt. Jehan," replied he, using the first of the many-

headed man's aliases which came to his tongue, "her

bravos, say you ? You will not long be prime minister if

you so mistake your sovereign thus early in your career."

Buridan looked him over with surprise.

"You ? A Daulnay standing here where his blood was

spilt!" The sword nearly fell from his cramped grip in

his horrified surprise. The queen shuddered at this re-

minder, and never had she felt so strong an inclination to

bow to Heaven, melt into tears and confess all with a

movement toward utter penitence.

"Sir, I am bringing my queen the means to safety,"

responded Sir Walter, not imagining what affected both

the others so deeply in this dull hall.

"Your sword ? What mine could not do against those

crueller than Turkish janissaries, yours will fail to do!

But that band is not all the enemy ! They come who may
let some pass in, but they will prevent any—any, passing

out."
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"You are wrong or right—still some one comes
"

The knight posted himself at the door, but at the first

glimpse of the person who had climbed the steps in such

haste as to be breathless, he staggered back. All seemed

incredible this night, for the newcomer was the Lady of

Lamarcq.

"Gertrude!" exclaimed the queen and the guards' cap-

tain, like one voice.

"You see," said Buridan, "they will let any one in—the

more in the trap the braver show when they are set be-

fore the king."

Gertrude had looked around the dark chamber with

eyes strained, doubt of her senses making her brain ache.

It was true what Baboline had said ; her mistress was at

the Tower of Nesle ; but with her the first minister and

her lover.

The latter glared at Buridan.

"What unmanly deed have you done, sir? Why entice

this gentlewoman into this place, where your sword drips

gore as in the shambles?"

Gertrude had gone beside the queen, but she repulsed

her, murmuring : "God 'a' mercy ! this is forewritten ! I

am lost beyond appeal
!"

Repulsed, as we say, the young lady shrank, and Sir

Walter sheltered her with his sword arm. Buridan went

over to the queen, retired into an angle, and said, em-

phatically :

"Madam, your men will obey you, we will assume. Give

those stray ones who have blundered into the thorny brake

the password, that they may get clear! The king's men
are nigh. Caught here, Sir Walter will be unknighted

—

imprisoned—who knows what more? Save them, and I

owe you my entire forgiveness." He made as if to kneel

to her. The young couple stared, not comprehending any-

thing of the relations between the two.
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Marguerite let her eyes fall questioningly on her "dame
of the palace," whose arrival here was incomprehensible.

"Dame Baboline," replied Gertrude. "It was not be-

trayal, though; the indication was forced out of her by

death!"

"Baboline dead? Then, death will not be long finding

me out !" said the princess, partly to herself.

"If not dead, would she not have come ?" said Gertrude,

like a child, unknowing but her act was reprehensible.

"You are delaying in saving these lovers—in the name
of our old love, let them go hence," pleaded Buridan, in a

voice for the royal ear solely.

Gertrude left her gallant's side, and going to the queen,

still ensconced in the corner, laid her clasped hands on her

shoulder, and said tearfully

:

"No, lady; go you, since the way is still without hin-

drance. More open to you than any."

Daulnay joined with her in an eloquent insistance, by

his gaze.

Marguerite was still in the spell. The coincidence with

the scene with her lover of old was stunning. Only, this

time, it was the sweetheart who was imploring the woman
to flee. Instead of her father, she was to quit the hus-

band whose revenge was instantaneously to fall. Bournon-

ville, like Daulnay and his love, all saw no hope for her

but to avoid the sovereign who at last seemed wound up

like a clock-bell, to strike at the destined hour. But she

sighed ; never could she wear the pure and undaunted look

of a Gertrude; the latter could stay and meet whatever

came with that virginal heroism—but she must be a das-

tard if she fled the wrath she merited.

"The brave Burgundian" should at least not end with

her sire. Her gaze became fixed and prolonged ; her re-

flections were slow, but they really covered much ground.

No flush of hope would again dye those whitened lips ; her
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bosom would not heave with luxurious transports ; and her

brow, with the unearthly sallowness of deadness, would be

Messalina's regretful not Magdalen's spurning the past.

Desperation combated with complete melancholy, and an

effort toward noble resignation.

"Have pity on your friends," said Walter and Gertrude.

"Have it on yourself," said Buridan, his voice mellow

with a novel emotion.

He had not ceased to hope. She only felt that re-

pentance might redeem her. Its mild but unfailing reful-

gence had a temptation beyond the shine of fading in-

ducement.

Marguerite shook herself like a lioness rising from a

slumber at hearing the hunters approach her cavern. She

gently put down the still clasped hands, and pushed her to-

ward the door. She placed on her the mantle she had

taken of Baboline—neither of them recalling such a trivi-

ality then. That woman had not left a memory.

"It is you must go—not much disenchanted with life!"

she said, in a tremulous tone, very womanly. "Continue

your initiation into that fairyland called loving life
!"

"And you, my dear Walter," said Buridan, quickly, to

hide his feelings, "I love you for your likeness to my dear-

est scholar, the little Arthur—who may be Philip to you.

Hence ! For it will drop vinegar into the wounds for you

to be cleft and gashed by your own guardsmen."

The church bells were whirring before ringing the hour.

The tower retained its secrets for Daulnay. He saw

that the queen sacrificed very much for her lady's happi-

ness, and that Buridan did little less that he might go un-

harmed. He loathed this stony room, where the ooze was

red and the shadows not like honest ones. A holy taber-

nacle loses its serenity forever when once it has been pro-

faned. Assassins at the portals make the fane detestable.

With the same impulse, the queen and the premier urged
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the two down the steps, the lady giving to them the word
which would protect them against Orsini and his gang.

Besides, they would take her for their mistress, enveloped

as Marguerite had come.

As they took the first step down, their eyes were at-

tracted to meet—in a flash, all objects vanished: Queen,

first functionary, tower, stony walls! It was love, of-

fended and stung by Marguerite's perfidy, which truly

convoyed them out of the accursed fortalice.
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CHAPTER XXX.

"no* everybody can go to rome!"

The first man Savoisy's scouts captured at the Nesle

House was a knave not inclined to annoy the king's jus-

tice men. He related that two women had separately gone

in, and a man without any connection with them; as for

Daulnay, he had not seen him, as the ascent by the rope

from the boat had been made on the water side, out of

his vision.

Savoisy was hugging the delusion that the king had

heard of an amorous tryst between some lady of the court

and a high dignitary, and wished to learn their identity.

But from what the captive stated, without perhaps know-

ing the quality of the visitors to the queen's pleasure

house, they might be well guarded. Like a good general,

he surrounded the castle ; but he was relieved of the pros-

pect of a siege or a storming party being hotly met by a

door slyly opening and Master Orsini beckoning the com-

mander for a parley. Orsini, without any "fencing" of

any sort, was more than willing to surrender on the terms

offered in desperate straits to one who "turns state's evi-

dence."

But that was the only opposition to buy off, since the

two inmates of the tower yielded on summons.

Count Savoisy was stupor-stricken to see in the lady the

queen, as in the companion the very minister who had

handed him his warrant, and reiterated the royal order

that no one found over at Nesle was to be spared, what-

ever his station.

He conveyed his prizes by boat straight within the

Louvre bounds.
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Without great dereliction in etiquette, to say nothing

of gallantry, Louis decided to deal with the queen's com-

panion first. The queen had passed the voyage praying

or meditating ; Buridan smiling slightly.

On being left alone with the prisoner, Louis showed a

frown of vexation. Whom had he expected to appear

as caught with the queen in her flagrant flight? It is use-

less for us to guess, since a king rarely parades his rivals

unless he can have them expiate the offense.

"You?" queried he, bluntly, without giving any title,

which was negligent or insulting in a monarch.

"My liege, I am your bound servitor," was the pris-

oner's reply, for Savoisy had not omitted to have the prize

secured with cords.

With the fearlessness of his race, the Capet untied the

rope at the wrists, and it fell to the floor ; the other kicked

it into a corner, as if he had no apprehension of being

anew adorned with its coils. He rubbed out the creases as

if it was only numbness from cold. Buridan had not of-

fered to leap into the river, though it had previously dealt

so leniently with him.

"Why came you there, on hazard of your life?" chal-

lenged Louis.

"I went to save your majesty's house from being vili-

fied. So far none who were taken there, saving Lord

Savoisy, and I, so that the hostess of Nesle mansion can-

not be connected with the nightly orgies."

"You ! * Why should a minister save the king's consort

from anything, since he rules by having no intermediary

between him and the ruler?"

"Because she is one of the fine old race of Burgundy;

a lady and an offending soul who compels pity. Every

gentlemen should be a shield to his queen, in even a slight

qcafldfrlt"
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Louis made a contemptuous pucker of the lips which

expressed discontent with the adjective "slight."

"I pray your grace to grant grace for repentance to

overtake her!"

"She has a good start," returned the other dryly. He
smiled, but it was not a pleasant one. "I should not have

pardoned either Jehan nor Bournonville for thrusting in

between wood and bark, but, as the sagittary, you are

licensed. You have bought your exemption by so fully

serving me in this great smutch on my reign ! An inquisi-

tion is vain after your perfect presentment of the accusa-

tion; you have defined the culprit as fit for the condem-

nation ! You removed with irrefutable logic any scruples

I might have harbored for the wife of my hear—bosom

!

You are right in all but pleading for weakness toward this

miscreant of Nesle House, who has made Paris a Niobe

all tears!"

The released captive looked puzzled.

"I proved her condemnation correct?" he muttered.

Louis took a paper from a portfolio guarded with steel

clasps, and held it out open to the professor. The hanging

lamp over the sideboard gave plenty of light for the

manuscript worthy in caligraphy of Dame Grecie.

"That line of yours, learned sir, settled my scruples

about dealing with the ghoul who laid a blood tax on my
capital and took care to obtain it!"

The scribe read the line which first promulgated the

maxim that, as the law recognizes no crime possible with-

out a remedy, found a means of punishing the very high-

est misdoer.

"Licet occidere reginam!" (One is allowed to slay a

queen !)

The jurist bowed ; when he wrote that prescript, he had
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not included among probabilities that 'Marguerite of Bur-

gundy could feel repentance.

Before Jacques Clement's or Ravaillac's knife, Jehan

Buridan had created, at a time when a halo like a saint's

surrounded royalty's head, what no man and no scientific

doctor had dared do—the sophism. The seeming truth

reduced syllogism into a vengeance; a sentence literally a

death sentence; a flash of lightning, a thunderbolt for a

royaj hand to fling at his erring consort.

Before this, faithless queens were immured for life, shut

up in nunneries, but not put to death.

"Are you a man of your word, sir, and do you adhere

to your opinion? and that to defend crime is to commit

crime?" demanded Louis, with severity not frequent in

him. "What you shot under my sight as 'the archer' of

heaven do you withdraw as a parasite rewinds its coil?"

Bournonville considered the life which was, in a

measure, at his disposal ; as Lyonnet he believed that the

queen in the longest life accorded man, could not make
amends for the deeds she had committed and authorized

;

he was sure that now she wished for death to be quick.

But he could not, as the scientific jurisconsult, be more
yielding than the first lover of Marguerite.

He answered, but hanging his head not to reveal a tear

coming unbidden : "Quod scripsi, scripsi!" But to himself

he thought : "Though we can use Pilate's words, 'What's

written, stands !' we cannot wash our hands of the act we
allow!"

The king's eye brightened; like all men taking an un-

exampled course, he wished approval more than once. He
laid his open hand on the enunciator's shoulder, and al-

most fraternally said:

"I am your latest pupil ! I do not hope that I shall fill

the place of the dear little favorite whose death, perhaps,
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made you inveterate in hunting down this monster, but

let me be your Philoctetus, the friend to whom you leave

your bow and arrows ; they will be invaluable to the kings,

my successors! I hold you, as Bournonville, absolved

from the stigma that yours was the hand which slew Duke
Robert with your dagger, but it is not meet that you should

be prime minister of France. But my first counselor you

shall remain until you lay aside the pen and I the scepter,

to take up—both of us—the cross which is all the load with

which one reaches the Paradise gates!"

Buridan fell on one knee and as the hand descended, he

seized and kissed it.

"Rise, my Jehan, and make ready for a journey to

Rome. You must wrest from his holiness the pope the

intercession by which our purple will not retain the stain

of blood and wine with which an uncertain lady fouled it !"

The envoy arose and bowed his thanks, and was going

to again ask for mercy, but the rigid mold of Louis' visage,

the steely coldness in the eyes, and the set brows closed

his lips. Like a mute, he left the room, so passed before

Savoisy without seeing him, though the count took care

to bow low to the prey which had glided from under the

lion's claws. But at the anteroom door, recalling the royal

mission, Bournonville stopped, beckoned to the highest

official within sign so peremptorily that one leaped to his

side. A pardoned victim is a clever wight at court, more

so than the favorite who has not tripped.

"King's orders ! Horses of the best for self, secretary

and guard for envoy extraordinary to Rome ! Orders to

be transmitted along the road to Rome, via Lyons, for all

to be smooth as royal traveling; relays without delays.

Oh ! my lord of Savoisy, can I bring you home the papal

blessing?"

"Miracle!" thought Savoisy. "He drops out of the

throne room upon the footstool before the papal chair! I
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said all along that, as Preceptor Buridan, he could have

no hold at court, but as one of the good old Bournonvilles

ie must rise high 1"

And like all the courtiers, he hailed the royal agent

with a "goodspeed"

!
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CHAPTER XXXI.

joy's holiday has sorrowful vigils.

The clatter of the little troop's hoofs clashing out of the

Louvre archway, at a royal pace, receiving the warder's

"hello"! stereotyped farewell to a royal courier, being

Bournonville's departure for the Eternal City, aroused the

pale woman in the window recess where Marguerite stood.

She had been conducted to her usual suite, by a lieutenant

of Savoisy's picked corps, as he took his captive to the

king. The guards, with a discourtesy which must have

been inculcated in them, "turned her loose," as she might

be a domestic animal driven home.

But she felt the return too sorely to weigh the mite of

respite accorded her.

The lately animated apartments resembled a death

chapel ; Baboline had been removed to the hospital, as the

physician considered the case worthy examination by his

brothers; the Lady Gertrude had not even glanced in to

pack up her goods. Her sisters in office had sniffed at the

odor of disfavor and flitted, on one excuse or another, or

without saying a word.

By intuition the queen believed that the fugitive was

Lyonnet. He did not go as prisoner to some fortress or

even the Bastille; she did not trouble to surmise. The
acuteness of the calamity made her selfish; wh^p the

earthquake overwhelms, one is oblivious of the community

of our kind.

"All things said and done," she mused, carelessly, "he

drank of my poison cup over there, but he did not distil

the poison!"

With her alarming calmness her face was spread with
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the lovely mask, which was her bane while for a time

her blessing. The gloom hovered without veiling, since

she began to dread that a queen might no longer be semi-

sacred. He who had been her first love was riding afar,

carrying her last hope on his saddlebow. Instead of the

gilded bars of the throne room she saw iron ones of the

prison; the splendid candelabra were replaced by what

looked like a cell lamp ; her jewelry would weigh on her

like fetters rusty with tears ; this Milanese brocade under

Baboline's discarded mantle was coarse to her fancy as

sackcloth. Was it dust or ashes falling softly on her

head?

A final beam of the sun showed movement of a mass of

people on the farther bank. It recalled to her the tre-

mendous gathering escorting the humble poor scholar to

his entombment at Cluny. From a whisper in the

shadowed gardens underneath she gleaned that it was. in

fact the students in assembly, but none in the palace knew
what the cause was—courtier and clerk were divided by

a great black sea of ink.

Her own chaplain lifted his harsh voice below, eager

not to lose a chance of a lay sermon : "How long will the

faculty let those petty heathen rage? They tweak the

archer's nose, they spin nutshells at the provost guards.

There have been no well-behaved boys since King Philip

left the reins to his son ! We want some rigor and vigor

in the ruling of the state ! Those imps ! their names appear

more regularly on the watchhouse register than in their

lecture-room rolls ! If I had my mind, their steps should

be dp Parnassus on hempen rounds ! Little demons !"

The listener receded into the room.

"That little Arthur was a poor scholar as well as a Daul-

nay! I ought to make compensation to his brothers for

having made him for ay miss the roll call
!"

It was not too dark to find writing materials on her
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desk; but in her baste she used the flyleaf of her prayer-

book.

"The purpose is so good that the means will be par-

doned," murmured she, with a faint smile.

She wrote in the book a clause to the will which, like

all queens, she had composed long ago, since such a com-

position on account of the forms was a lengthy deed.

By the time she had finished, the voices had died in the

.grounds ; no lights crossed the space. The sentries in un-

usual number were more felt than seen in their paths.

The ax heads, the swords and pikes had been blackened as

in mourning—sinister sight.

She went out on the small balcony before the central

window; she smiled with contempt—how little Louis

knew her to think that this semi-freedom would facilitate

her suicide ! She kill herself with that dainty hand ! Any
other hand sooner than that! She was holding them up

in the crepuscular gloaming, then leaned on them, they in

turn on the stone parapet. But it was not as cold as her

arm.

She did not reck who, spying, saw her. She was a

statue now. She would not have flinched if a breeze had

wafted the foliage away and discovered yonder a file of

crossbowmen in the yew tree prepared to shoot on her if

she tried to leap over the balcony.

To die shot down like the deer! Humiliating to one

born to have men lamed who shot at her deer ! Any death

but that, to be torn as dogs' meat, like Jezebel

!

In looking about she long refrained from a view to the

opposite, straight out from her stand. The Tower of

Nesle loomed up there, lit by a red tinge in turn reflected

on the many heads of the throng on the bridges across

the river.

No sparkle in the pile ; no fume or column of flame in

the chimneys; it had lost the invitingness it wore on those

Digitized byLjOOQ IC



Joy's Holiday Has Sorrowful Vigils. 291

evenings, not unlike this, when she had been transported

in her barge for the factitious, glee and the hollow

pleasures.

She had cast off virtuous woman-good, and yet had she

well donned the regality which was so flimsy and unpro-

tectivenow?

Meanwhile, as the city, the working quarters and the

Louvre itself grew dark, the university showed lights as

fast as:the concourse increased.

An absurd but painful impression gained on her:

"The kmgl what he dare not do, he has set his tools to

suggesting to the lawless students ! He promised them,

they say, that the little poor scholar should be avenged.

He will peep out of the window to see them pass into the

yard and storm this wing to drag his consort out, to adorn

the pyre under his eyes. What a coward to be king!

Marguerite is to be immolated to the manes of that paltry

babbler of the alphabet by those paper stainers ! I see that

the archers of the watch do nothing to prevent their out-

rageous assembling after good hours, and those archers

in the gateway will allow them to surge in here!"

Still she kept her stand like one of those wax images

of royal personages exposed in gaudy state after their

death.

She commanded a view of St. Michael's Bridge, and,

indeed, with flaunting banners, pikes to which hung straw

dolls, shouts and songs, the students, in an army, came
over the river. It would seem that all the authorities were

favoring this insurgency, for the column advanced lei-

surely without any halt or check.

Unaccountable procession, unless her conjecture held

truth. Torches made even the features of the groups dis-

tinguishable if not the leaders' features.

They who had cheered her in their hall at Cluny,. would
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now drown her last groans with their hideous mirth. Sor-

bonne had marched to destroy Marguerite in the Louvre

!

The multitude had flocked upon her side of the river.

The torches became stationary. There might be a decision

at stake. She believed that a question was put to a

popular vote—a show of hands was to decide some one's

fate. Her life might be in the grasp of those innumerable

hands

!

Then a shout arose which came to her, so concentrated

as with one illimitable voice that she could not mistake

:

"Wreck the Sieve ! Down with the tavern of evil ! Fire

the haunt of the incubus of Paris
!"

The vampire had a name now on the popular tongue;

she would be known to history as the nightmare of Paris

!

But she could laugh at the hydra being astray of the

scent ! It was on her lieutenant, Orsini, that would fall the

brunt of the general fury. They would tear down and

burn the inn ! Ah, if only they would catch that traitor

who had sold his mistress and roast him a turn or two on

that fiery bed! This was her first sincere prayer that

night.

"Ay, demolish and burn ! Little care I if the embers are

tossed to fall on this roof ! if only he is punished before he

enjoys his blood money !" She stared to see, if possible,

what was going on at the St. Honore gates.

"I thank you, my lady
!"

What spoke? She had believed herself alone. She

drew back from craning her neck over the balustrade, and,

though she was frightened at the sound, infernal attraction

caused her to come off the balcony and enter the room

whence this unearthly voice had issued.

What might be one of the figures carved in the yellow

stone, but animated, had left its base and was squatting in

the corner, but arose as she went by, as if to bar her

retreat.
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At the same time, a large frame, covered with sable

cloth, and with paintings, was let down before the window

and covered it to the balcony into which it fitted. She

had never known the palace to be thus in mourning, but

she knew that this was such a hatchment, escutcheon for

the dead as is displayed in front of a noble residence when
its head is no more living.

The wrong side of this pallcloth was toward her, but

her unnatural sight perceived clearly that on the obverse

was the quartering of Burgundy and France, Artois and

her other provinces—this hatchment was a testimonial that

the high and mighty Dame Marguerite was dead to the

world from this hour!

No hearing—no trial! no hearing her sentence read!

Nothing but this specter whose appearance was the signal

for the curtain to drop ! Besides, the lamp still burning,

but assuming a sepulchral green hue, and a faint reddish

glow at the edges of that strange screen to the window.

But the voice was not new to her, and this figure, like

a jackal's standing upright, resembled but one that she

knew—Orsha's. He was in the tight-fitting red suit ac-

corded to the headsman, but in his left hand he had a coil

of rope. It was hemp—not even fine, and far from the

rare silk one granted to the nobility.

In a palace this ominous figure was incongruous

—

how much the more in the chief lady's private apartments ?

Her blood rushed hot to her cheeks. But she felt that it

was wasted breath to call for the varlets to scourge this

reptile thence.

"Vassal of the prince of horrors, at last I know you!"

she hissed.

It was Orsini, but neither the obsequious host nor the

obedient henchman. It was the free lance having but one

more cast to throw and then depart for another captain.

The filled coin bag at one side, the filled cordial bottle at
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the other; his long sword girded from neck to heel along

his back, a little aslant to be drawn over the right shoulder

by both hands; his dagger on his hip. And the rope

which might be used to scale a wall or—to hang a captive,

not worth ransoming.

He had crept in under a cloak, for such a garment was
crumped up by the main door.

He had no need to declare himself. The failure of an

opposition to Savoisy at Nesle, his being here, his jaunty

and determined mien, all denoted that he was a traitor.

He had been paid for letting her foes into her castle; he

had volunteered to kill her to make much more.

"Call me seneschal of death, madam," said he, with a

kind of pride, as if he were an Orsini in reality—robbers,

but princely ; murderers, but kingly.

"Villain, name who introduced you here—where, mark

!

I have guards and lackeys! Name the false domestic

who led you here to be whipped while you are

hanged "

"They do not hang the hangmen of queens; they are

rare as queens of your degree
!"

"You are no man—you are a demon !"

"Ay, I am Asmodeus !"

Oh, the demon of luxury had found her! She could

believe it was so—that it was but the husk of Orsini ! Her
evil genius was at last coming for his prey

!

"Marguerite of Burgundy, shall I call in France?"

This was the culminating stroke. Louis, whom she had

despised, was not a weakling. He had waited for hei

cup of illicit enjoyment to be brimming and would dash

it from her lips when to be drunk ! If she rejected this

dispatcher, he would slay her with his own hand.

"But no one must strike the queen!" stammered she,

clutching at this frail safeguard.

Orsini laughed in her face.
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"I don't know church jargon," said he, "but the king's

warrant did not wholly embolden me ; but the chaplain of

your house, Father Josse, he said: *Licet occidere regy

nam!' and it salved my conscience! I don't know Latin,

I tell 'e, but it means, 'License for occision of the reginal

Ma donna, the regina, you die
!"

He took one bright, new-minted coin of gold out of his

swollen pouch and, showing the head, said:

"You are entitled to know your doomster, to curse him

or bless him!"

"Louis—Louis, alone," she faltered, as if she expected'

that never more would she figure in the state records.

She bowed her head abruptly as if the cords had broken.

The mantled window, the cloak thrown down at the door

to tangle flying steps, the secret doors undoubtedly fast,

this turncoat fortified with the sacred text—as she

esteemed it, since a priest had used it—all was choked up

in the conduit of hope.

"I want a priest !" half sobbed she.

"The Seine cleanses all sin with its ceaseless flow !" said

the slayer, with a kind of rude poetry.

"But I am a Christian—now !"

"So they were—dispatched without a shiver! Unless

the Seine was blessed from bank to bank, I doubt all of

them rest on consecrated soil! Come, come, you taught

your bravo that the river tells no tales and that the fish

are not the less fat and tender!"

She spoke not one other word again. It would be un-

dignified in a woman to address this slaughterer, and in a

princess to address a renegade.

Bells rang, but it was ringing and not tolling—it was

the general fire alarm.

The flitting red at the cracks by the veiled window

heightened ; the tavern, no doubt, had been fired according

to the students' resolve.
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"Flare up!" croaked Orsini, regulating the sliding of

the noose on the rope. "I shall but once see a queen die

under my hand, and let me see the sight well ! it will give

a rubric line for the Orsinis 1"

Better the royal hand than this! Here was the hell-

hound whom she had so often set upon her prey, rending

the mistress! It was fine retaliation!

There was no refuge but oblivion.

When she thought of resistance, it was too late; her

neck was compressed, and above the bodily pang was that

of the moral one. She was hanged like a drab—she, prin-

cess and queen

!
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A MARTYR TO MAMMON.

Presently Orsini beat on the door with his fist, wholly

impervious to the feeling of most murderers that to turn

the back on the dead will give the spirit a chance to attack

them in the rear. His knock was regular.

"Open !" said his voice without a tremor. "The king's

will is done
!"

His mantle was on him. But he had pulled down a rich

curtain and it was screening the body. On the well-lighted

landing was King Louis, the courtiers only his old friends,

of his father's choosing, at a little distance. There were

no ladies, no boys.

Savoisy allowed the man to come forth and approach

him, but stopped him short with a sharp gesture—he was

armored and armed as for war.

"You have had your wage/' he sternly said, his voice

ringing as from the steel cheekpieces of his helmet. "Go

!

If you are in Paris in three days, or on French soil in

thirty, you die—the like dog's death ! Begone !"

The king trod the narrow space to the door of what

was become a lying-in-state chapel. He spoke, but it was

to the deathman, though the count was addressed

:

"Make way for the punisher ! Like Cain, let his punish-

ment be. Spare him !"

Orsini tried to laugh, but his soul shrank into the

smallest dimension as he passed through the peers and

vassals sheathed in steel and leaning on swords and axes.

He did not breathe until he was out of the double hedge

and stumbled down the first stairs. He crossed a hall
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threaded a corridor, along which servants held torches as

if they were metal figures unmindful of the sparks and
scorching drip of melted resin, and leaped out into the

yard. It was cool, but not dark, as all this part of the town
was illumined by a conflagration over the St. Honore
gates.

The yard was lined with bowmen and partisan bearers,

as if the king had feared some ebullition on the part. o£
the Burgundians.

"Spare me! The king said I was not tor be molested !*

moaned he, abjectly.

The captain of the crossbowmen and he of the- halberd

diers pointed similarly with their sharp and naked swords

to the gateway, open doubly as for royalty, and denoted

that he was not to tarry. The royalty was the one he rep-

resented—death.

Under the vaulted way all the night watch were lined,

witnessing the fire. The chief warder saluted him ironic-

ally and hummed the children's doggerel, indicating the.

blaze:

"Lady-bird, lady*bird, fly away home!

Your house is afire! your children are burning!''

He did not understand—only that he had won more

money in one hour and with one easy homicide than in the

queen's pay for many! He drew a long sigh at being

clear of the citadel with his money bag safe. But abruptly,

a long-drawn streak of smoke lengthened out ail the way
from the scene and almost offered a kind of blaclr path

solid enough for the fugitive seeking to avoid men. But

where it came from was the clear fire—marred only by a

few beams—the Sieve was veritably a sieve, only it wa*

pouring forth fire!

"The tavern ! my tavern !" shouted he.

"Your tavern?" said a bystander. "Faith, it is Signot
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Orsini! Well, the students have put your tavern on a
spit and they are toasting it a little

!"

It was Richard, the cobbler. His score was being

wiped out ; he could afford to jest.

Orsini had bounded forward, but his progress was
slower and slower. Half Paris seemed to have met by
agreement here. House fronts were garlanded with

human beings—the irrepressible sight-seer of a great capi-

tal was multiplied in every point to witness the incendiary.

But the scholars, by their caps and gowns, could be

counted in great force. The rivermen, who usually or-

ganized bucket lines and repressed fires, were there, in

their uniform of red or white jackets, with crossed oars

as an emblem; they ought to have been conspicuous in

fighting the flames, but their comrade, Simon, was having

no difficulty in restraining them from thwarting the Cluny

firebrands from destroying the inn where they had ca-

roused, and he owed

!

When Orsini, elbowing his way, assisted by the recog-

nition and the popular kindness in letting a man sun him-

self at his own fire, arrived near the inn, the flames had

burned down into the vaults and the spirits exploded ; the

tongues of colored spirals leaped on high. Staves flew

about flaring, and the lookers-on, from the roofs, had to

-extinguish them or have the flames spread. The Seine

.had the changeable tints of a dying fish.

The students looked like imps ; the smoke had blacked

their eye sockets and inflamed the lids; they were hoarse

and kept explaining:

"That's the den where they decoyed our comrade, the

poor scholar, Arthur ! He was not seen alive since we all

saw him m there! It was his first time! Woe to the

Sieve! woe to its abominable host!"

A prudent man would have tried an *xxt from the
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crowd at least as hastily as he had penetrated it, but
Orsini was a miser.

"Mine host! oh, the host! Orsini! he is here!"

Simon had raised the ominous cry. There was no re*

treating now.

"Montagu 1 Navarre ! Above all, Picardy ! to the holo-

caust ! Into the fire with the leech
!"

Orsini seemed not to have heard a cry.

"But it is my house you are burning ! It is my gold you
are melting ! It is my savings you have lost

!"

Several hands were closing on him, but they were as

straws ; he hurled himself forward, and they who hung to

him were compelled to let go 01 be dragged into the heat,

which scorched his leather jacket and singed his beard.

His mantle, rent in two or three long strips, was left in

their hands like wings.

"I take back the description/' said a conscientious natu-

ralist, at seeing Orsini plunge into the very heart of the

incandescence. "Not leech, but salamander
!"

It was like a worshiper of Moloch, for a time protected

by his desperate offering, in the burning bosom of the idol.

Everybody shrank, and some fled, for his dive had

stirred up the bed of cinders and the scene was one sheet

of coruscation. The rumbling of an eruption was heard

and the mob still farther retreated. The eruption came,

but was confined to the cellar. What was spouted up fell

on itself and under the smoke no one saw any sign of the

martyr to his greed.

The alarm bells had been hushed, for the fire was not

enlarging and was sure to quench itself as it had done.

But another ringing arose. It fell deep on all ears, for it

was unexampled on many ears. It was the big bell of the

cathedral, only heard on the death or the birth of one of

the royal family.

While all were silent and only looking at each other
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as if the explanation would be forthcoming here, a trumpet

sounded at the Louvre gates. A herald, attended by

trumpeters and a guard, rode out and slowly approached

the first open space. The vacillating idlers rushed toward

the new attraction.

The trumpets sounded dolefully and the herald called

out in a woeful voice

:

"Good people and Christians, pray for the soul of our

high and mighty dame, the Princess Marguerite of Bur-

gundy, Navarre and France!"

"Neighbors, the queen is dead!" was the shout, and

the crowd breaking up, carried the intelligence to all

quarters.

The monks alone, conventionally, set up the wail : "God
to her soul grant mercy !"

The herald, as if vexed at his audience so quickly scat-

tering when he still had a message in his budget, went on

to where the students were feeding the spent fire with half-

burned brands thrown into the heap, and said

:

"Members of the university, this to your ear ! The
last injunction of the good and pious princess was written

in her devotional book, to wit: She willed that her resi-

dence of Nesle shall be sold and the proceeds be given to

the poor scholars of Cluny!"

"Hello, boys," said a senior, "this was a good queen

and a lover of learning, to be sure! I remember her in

Guny, coming to adjudge the awards and, by the same

token, laughing as roaringly as your fat market-woman,

at that parliamentary blusterer being called an ass
!"

And the prayers for the generous queen were mixed

with merriment.

(The house bought by the administrators of the will

was near the school convent, and long known as "the

house of the Lady Marguerite's poor scholars.")
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CHAPTER XXXIIL

CONCLUSION.

It was not so very long after the "sad night" when
Queen Marguerite died ("strangled by the king's^ oiriers"

for having "quenched in the Seine certain sparks and other

citizens"—see Brantome, Gaguin, Lannoius and other, his*

torians), but the volatile Parisians and the unsteady stu-

dents had forgotten it, Pro! Buridan, for he used bis

family name of Bournonville as subsidiary to that under

which he was an honored visitor all the learned world

over, was strolling from the Louvre. Chancered his steps

to contemplate the blackened spot, where no one. liked to

build and where the Sieve had stood. The ashy ground

had been oft turned over by the scavengers, but, as hazard

often hides things for an opportune delivery, W& walking

staff unearthed a rusty dagger, so. eaten that if seen, it

must have- been despised.

He-took it up as it might be a bone, curious to an anator

mist, but saw that it was ivory with a fragment of iron.

The temper was gone, the ivory yellowed, and the incisions

around two letters filled up. None but the owner would

have distinguished an L. and a B.

"Lyoimet de Bournonville!" muttered he* with little

more.than a naturalist's slight flutter at dislodging a fossil

of no value. "It is Oram's tavern. This is the weapon

with which hear the:Dame Bab*—dear me:! I have let the

name escape me—the Queen Marguerite's misleader, at all

events; who, Dr. Soutache assured me* died poisoned."

The ivory was so friable that it broke in his hand ; this

time, he started with surprise—the inside had been* scooped

out—a roll of parchment not only came into his palm, but
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with undiminished elasticity, uncurled like a living thing.

It was fragmentary script, but he was an expert clerk,

and he deciphered

:

" by me commanded treasurer of

the realm pay gold crowns one hund
" Margue "

"Poor Orsini!" he mockingly sighed. "The devil has

paid him in the proverbial false -money. Ill got gets ill!

He slew the duke for pay defaulted ; and his own mistress

ior a draft of infernal fire
!"

Slowly he returned to the palace, where all were in live-

liness. The king was in readiness—nay, eagerness—to

receive him now.

"God save you, you old sage of Greece !" said he, ra-

diant. "You brought golden news from Rome in that the

holy father has excommunicated the Northern rebels. But

hark ye! this valiant soldier here bears me the sauce for

that rich meat. Brave news out of Flanders ! it is still

French ! Laud God and the crown of France
!"

Buridan turned to admire the lucky warrior, bearer of

this camp news, whereupon his hand went out to meet his.

"Sir Walter Daulnay!" he cried, gayly.

"Be it hereby amended," broke in the king, mimicking a

court clerk, "say, the Count Daulnay henceforth! The
Lord make our memory strong for good things and

treacherous as to the ugly ! But I know you well ! but I

chideno runaway knight who takes refuge from his king's

wrath in the camp facing the enemy !"

Seeing that, in his "honeymoon of grief" after the loss

of his lady, the royal widower was in a sportive mood,

Daulnay took the keynote and rejoined as became a peer:

"If, then, I wanted to hide my shameful face it would

not be for the lack of kerchiefs!" and, stepping aside, he

beckoned to a squire, a fine old soldier, who actually car-
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ried an armful of flags, and on his arm in an iron ring

dangled a number of those enormous keys which belonged

to city gates—trophies, like the standards, of capture and
surrender.

"Ha ! by St. Denis !" cried Louis, with eyes even more
sparkling. "Hither, Lord Gartempe, as my sub-advocate

Jcnight of St. Denis, take these ennobled tatters to the

abbey and have them hung conspicuously
!"

The kings of France were knight advocates of the Royal

Abbey.

In the bearer of the war prizes, Buridan recognized with

pleasure the old comrade, Landry. The war campaign had

sobered him; he seemed the model man-of-arms. The
ushers, having disembarrassed him of the armful, he stood

at attention, inwardly regaled by the tribute of admiration

in the nobility around them.

"A sound old soldier," continued Count Daulnay; "for-

got on the pension list, he was compelled to seek in his old

age his arrears of pay in the enemy's military chest
!"

"His name?"

"Estienne Landry, may it please your grace !" ventured

the warsman, on whom the king's sight dwelt with a

roguish smile.

"The Stephen pleases me more than the other," was his

retort, "for it meseemeth that the stones of the martyr

should fall on the Landry head ; but the blood shed in hon-

orable battle always washes away little peccadilloes !" He
directed his purse bearers to give the soldier some of these

new louis which had so delighted the ill-fated Orsini, and

smiled benignly.

Landry's services in the Tower of Nesle had already

become "peccadilloes."

"I hold him as my pensioner, now," went on the cheery

monarch to Lord Daulnay. "Any more veterans to have

provision for?"
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Landry was turning away with a beaming countenance,

when Buridan took his hand—the "heart" one, since the

other was "bearing" the purse.

"My old mate," said he, with heartiness, "in our plun-

derings we captured not flags, but hostel tablecloths and,

instead of keys, we carried picklocks in our dagger

sheaths. Let us get out of this palace and drink to your

next draft of the royal pension
!"

"Willingly, for the king's allusion to the little slips over

in the tower make a frog rise in my throat
!"

"Well, the Sieve is all holes
"

"I heard that it was burned."

"By the students, in spite—and the landlord with it

!

Ah, those who sup with 'Old Blazes' should do it on the

sill and not squatting in the chimney fire ! But Peter of

Bourges still has good liquor on tap! But, by the way,

since you are in funds and I know it burns your fingers,

what say tp your buying him out? He, too, has quar-

reled with the scholars ; but though I am more often the

king's servant now than the university's, I have influence

at Cluny and I warrant the custom !"

Meanwhile, Lord Daulnay had to suffer the lavish com-

mendations of the -whole court, but at the end he came

around to the king again. He was not already forgotten,

for the latter called him to him, and said openly:

"My lordt you need not go to your lodgings, but follow

my first gentleman, who will accommodate you here. For

I wish you to dress for dinner—! want to hear of the

battles over the nuts, oranges and wine ! It will not be a

feast like that I must give in a short time to the knights

installed as companions of the Star of King St. John, a

feast to which I trust you will write your fair lady that she

may attend
!"

The genial monarch was even amiable to the once*

confidante of the lamented Marguerite!
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"I do not boast that the Louvre banquets are sumptu-

ous at those once loading the board over there"—he jerked

his thumb easily toward the Nesle mansion, frowning on

the argentine stream
—

"but, at least, I engage no fatal

surfeitr

Of all those directly involved with the Nesle Tower, not

one ever again mentioned it, but even after the noble but

iniquitously stained residence crumbled away in Francis

the First's reign, the memory dwelt on the site of its river-

washed ruins. Yet the human mind is kind to man, and

great crimes last less long than great good deeds. The day

is near, perhaps, when the only leaf left sere and fading

will be this story of "the Tower of Nesle/'

THEIND.
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The Story op a Fight for a Throne

D'Artagnan, the
King Maker . . .

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS.

Written originally by Dumas as a play, and now for the

first time novelized and translated into English.

The Philadelphia Enquirer says :

"A pretty love story in which the debonair

cavalier falls victim to Cnpid'* wiles is one

of the interesting threads running through

the book."

The Chicago Record«Herald says :

"It isjingular that this bit of romance has

been suffered to remain hidden away for so

long a time. D'Artagnan's manner of

winning the hermit kingdom contains

enough thrills to repay a careful reading.

The story oozes adventure at every chapter."

The Brooklyn Eagle says :

•'It is a strong tale brimful of incident

from the moment when Cardinal Riche ieu

dispatchesthe redoubtable D'Artagnanon his

kinfoaakmg mission to Portugal" • . .

izmo., Illustrated. Price, $1.00.

STREET AND SMITH, New York and London
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A HERO. OF THE SWORD.

The King's Gallant

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS.

"The King's Gallant" is deserving of

recognition, in that it is not only a novelisa-

tion of the earliest of Dumas' plays, but it

marks a distinct triumph in his career. . •

If this production is full of the rushing

vigor of youth, it is because its celebrated

author was but a youth when he penned it,

yet it was the stepping stone which led to

that upward flight wherein he was speedily

hailed as the" Wizard of Fiction." . . .

It is a volume full of action with a strong

plot and a truly masterful deliniation «4

character. • ••••••

tamo. Cloth. Price, Jfi.oo.

STREET AND SMITH, New York and LcruUm
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A STORY FILLED WITH ACTION

All For A Crown

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

This is another of Alexandre Dumas' captiva-

ting views of early English life. It relates the

romantic adventures of Catherine Howard, most

beloved wife of King Henry VIII. It is written,

of course, from Dumas' own standpoint and

bristles with life and action, from the time Cath-

erine is discovered by Lord Dereham and made

his wife, until accused by the King as faithless,

she is led to the block of the executioner. It is

a courtly narrative, as brilliant as its setting,

and its rapid action, and novel situations, hold

the reader spellbound to the close. Finely illus-

trated, bound in cloth, stamped in gold, gilt top.

i2mo. Cloth Price, $1.00

STREET AND SMITH, New York and London
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A TALE OF THE STAGE

The Regal Box
By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

This is a tale of the stage,—-a veritable drama
within a drama—-and told as only Dumas the

elder could tell such an absorbing story. It re-

lates the adventuresof a wealthy young lady who
meets Kean, the tragedian, and falls violently in

love with him. The famous actor has a rival in

a certain English lord, and this nobleman elects

to go on the stage in order, if possible, to outwit

the tragedian. Some of the scenes are laid at

old Drury Lane Theatre, where the Prince of

Wales occupies a box and witnesses a duel on the

stage—a bout supposed to be harmless but which
the wily lord-actor determines shall end in the

death of Kean. The outcome of this stirring en-

counter pleased the occupant of the Regal Box*

who interests himself in behalf of the lady in the

case ; and the curtain drops in a highly satisfac-

tory way. Finely illustrated. Bound in cloth,

stamped in gold, gilt top.

iimo. Cloth Price, $1.00

STREET AND SMITH, Nov York and London
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A PEEP BEHIND THE SCENES.

Among the Freaks

By W. L ALDEN.

Here is a volume of unique interest*

dealing as it does with the fortunes and

misfortunes of the various "freaks" to be

found in a Dime Museum. It relates the

woes el the original Wild Man of Borneo,

tells how the Fat Woman tried to elope, of

the marvelous mechanical tail the dwarf

invented, of how the Mermaid boiled her

tail, and of a thrilling plot hatched out by

the Giant and others. Full of telling illus-

trations. Basily one of the best works this

gifted writer has ever produced. . . • .

iBmo., Cloth. Price, 75 cents.

STREET AND SMITH, New York and London
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A BOOK OF HEARTY LAUGHTER.

Things Generally

By MAX ADELER.

Here is a volumewhich is simply bubbling

over with dry wit and good-natured humor,

told as only this Prince of American

Humorists can tell it. Here are tales of

country newspaper life, political life, trials

of would-be inventors, hardships of a book-

agent, domestic fits and misfits, perils of a

ship-wrecked man, and a hundred others,

warranted to make even the most sedate

laugh. Full of illustrations just as funny as

the text •

i8ma Cloth. Price, 7$ cents.

STREET AND SMITH, New York and London
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"Laugh Oft, and Defy the Doctor."

Toothsome Tales

Told in Slang

By BILLY BURGUNDY.

A book of fascinating stories about fasci-

nating folks

Pretty women before and behind the foot-

lights, artists and their models, literary

men of Bohemian tendencies, these are

the people whom Billy Burgundy has se-

lected for characterization. True, they speak

their lines in slang, but it is the slang of the

educated, and is always artistic while delight-

fully amusing . . . . ,

Pronounced by press and public one of the

funniest books ever published

The illustrations are by Outcault, Swin-

nerton, Marriner, Rigby, Pal, McAuley,

I^emon, Cobb and Bryans

Copiously Illustrated. Price, 75 cents.

STREET AND SMITH, New York and London
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EERIE TALES OF "CHINATOWN."

Bits of ...

.

Broken China
By WILLIAM E. S. FALES

A collection of captivating novelettes deal-

ing with life in New York's "Chinatown."

The struggles and ambitions of the China-

man in America, his loves and jealousies,

his hopes and fears, his sorrows, his joys,

these are the materials on which Mr. Fales

has built his book

It is a newfield% and all the more inter-

esting on that account. The author has

made a life study of his subject ; and no one

is better qualified than he to present a picture

of this romantic corner of New York where

lives the exiled Chinaman ...;••
"Bits of Broken China" is undoubtedly

one of the most delightful volumes for lighter

reading published this season

Bound in doth. Gold top. Fully Illustrated

Price, 75 Cents.

STREET AND SMITH, New York and London
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THE INSECT WORLD REVEALED

The Book of Bugs
By HARVEY SUTHERLAND

A volume of facts, told in a semi-

humorous manner, thoroughly
wholesome and entertaining. Mr.

Southerland's articles on Bugs, in

t/linslee's (Magazine, have attracted

wide-spread attention, and the

present book will do much to en-

hance his reputation in this field.

A "bug book" that hasn't a single

dry line in it, and one which
covers the field as no other volume

has ever done.

Illustrated with numerous engravings and finely

bound in cloth. Stamped in gold and silver.

Price, $1.25

NEW YORK AND LONDON
STREET & SMITH, PUBLISHERS
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